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N moving Lines theſe few Ee1s7Les tell 
W hat Fate 9ttends the Nymph thatlikes too well: 
How faintly the ſucceſsful Lovers burn; 

And their neglected Charms how Ladies mourn, 

The Fair you'll find, when ſoft Intreaties fail, KO 
Aſſert their unconteſted Right, and rail. 44 , 
Too ſoon they liſten, and reſent too late; = 

Tis ſure they Love, hene er they ſtrive to Hate. 

Their Sex or proudly ſhuns, or poorly craves; 

Cemmencing Tyrants, and concluding Slaves. 

In diff ring Breaſts what diff*ring Paſſions glow 
Ours kindle quick, but Yours extinguiſh low. L 
The Fire we boaſt, with Force uncertain burns, - "= 
And breaks but out, as Appetite returns: ©: = 
But Yours, like Incenſe, mounts by ſoft 7 
And in a fragrant Flame conſumes to pleaſe. 
Your Sex, in all that can engage, excel; _ 3 4 
And Ours, in Patience, and perſuading well. 
/Impartia) Natut equally decrees; z 
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- Tho'torm'dto conquers; yet too oft you fall,” 1988 75 

By giving nothing, or by: granting all. } + 
But, Madam, long will your unpraQtis'd Years. © wk ; 

Smile at the Tale of Lovers Hopes, and Fears. 

Tho infant Graces ſooth your gentle Hours, 

More ſoft than Sighs, more ſweet than breathing Flow'rs: 


"73H Letraſh$dmirers your keen Lightning fear; 


*Tis bright at diſtance, but deſtroys if near, 
F The Time ere - long, it Verſe preſage, will come, 
Vour Charms ſhall open in full Brxdenal Bloom. 
All Eyes ſhall gaze, all Hearts ſhall Homage vow, 
And nota Lover languiſh, but for ycu. 

_ The Mufe ſhall tring her Lyre, with Garlands crown'd, | 
And each bright Nymph ſhall ſicken at the Sound, 
So vhen Aurora fir ſt ſalutes the Sight, 

Pleas d we behold the tender Dawn of Light. 

But when with riper Red ſhe warms the Skies, | 
In circling Throngs the wing'd Muſicians riſe; ; j 
And the gay Groves rejbyce in Symphonies. 
Each pearly Flow'r with painted Beauty ſhines; * 
And ev ry! Star its ting Fire reſigns, 
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1 E Public having encourage d ſo many Editions of Ovid's' 
Epiſtles, I began to thin, if any thing might yet be ad. 
ded to the Perfection of the Work. And the greater Part of 
S pho to Phaon being emitted in Sir Carr Scroope's Tranfls 
tion, I follicited an entire new Verſion of that Epiſtle; to render” 
the whole Book complent. The Author of it vill have me ac- 
quaint the Reader, that it was undertaken on that Actount 
only, and not cut of any ſuppos'd-Defett in what that Gentle- 
man had done. * THY 

It was propos d in this Edition to change the Method of the 
Epiſtles according to the Chronological Order, and the Con- 43 
rexion the Subjects often have with each other; which mige 
have contributed to the Eaſe of th Engliſh Reader, by tleay-"” © 
ing ſome Hiſtorical Paſſages referr'd to in ſeveral” of tb. 
But Cuſtom having obtain d do the contraty, we have on. 
ſubjoin d the following Arcount. 1 


The Chief of thole who undertook the Expedition of 
the Golden Fleece, were Hercules and Faſon; Some Writers 
add Theſeus, who was Cotemporary with them, and fa- 
mous for his Victory over the Minotaur, which he atehiev'd” - 
by the Aſſiſtance of Ariadne, whomatt&rwards forſaking, 
he marry'd Phadra, who fell id Cove with bis Son Heppolyo- 
tus. Faſon as he went an the fetemegtion d Expedition 
was entertain'd by Hy pile at Lemos, But deſerted her for 
Medea, and after wards Medea for CHu“i Hercules after 
h's Return was poiſon'd with a Shirt ſent by Deianira, This 
Hero had twice taken Trey in the Time-of -RingeEaakredon, * 
to whom Priam ſueceeded, the Father off Bag ar Whole: 
Birth it was prophecy'd that he ſhould oc i befde- 
ſtroy'd a third time. Being theretore edu tbe 


Sbepherde, he contrafted a Love to OE ing A 
of Helena," b avg yd A 
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to Troy. This caus'd the War of the Grecian Princes againſt 
Trey; among whom Proteſilaus (the Husband of Laodamia ) 
was the firſt that ſet foot on the Enemy's Ground, and was 
kill's en the Spot, After the War had been continu'd nine 
Years, a Quarrel ariſing betwixt Agamemnon and Achilles, 
the latter abſented bimſelt from the Army, and the former 
in revenge fore'd his Miſtreſs Briſeis from him. When Troy 
was taken, the Greeks returning homeward met with. ma- 
ny Difaſters. Uiyſſes was ten Years detain d from Ithaca, 
while his Q een Penelope was afflicted by the Suitors in his 


Abſence. Demophoon was hoſpitably receiv'd by Phillis, 


whom after he had marry'd, he left, and pur{u'd his Voyage 
home to Athens. nan himſelf at his Return to 
s Was murder d by his Wife, whom his Son Oreſtes 
kill'd, who was betroth'd to Hermione, the Daughter of 
Helena. About the ſame time Zneas going in ſearch of 
EHaly. was detain d by Dida, whoſtabb'd her felt upon his 
Departure from Carthage. 
he reft ot the Subjects of Ovid have no Connexion 
2 each — _— can their Ju +4 ns « rw 
y Hy a is ſuppos d to have liv d (ome time 
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The PREFACE 


By Mr. DR T DEN. 


12 Life of Ovid being already written in 
| our Language before the Tranſlations }F 
his AA boſes, vill not preſume ſo 
far upon my ſelf, to think I can add any thing to 
Mr. Sandys his Undertaking. TheEnglifh Rea- 
dermay ine be ſatis fied, that he flouriſh d in the 
Reign of Auguſtus Cefar, that he was extracted 
from an ancient Family of Raman Knights; that 
he was born to the Inheritance of a ſplendid For- 
tune; that he was deſign d to the Study of the 
Law, and had made conſiderable Progrefs in it, 
before he quitted that Profeſſion, for this of Poe- 
try, to which he was more naturally form'd. The 
Cuuſe of hisBaniſhment is unknown; becauſe he 
was himſelf unwilling further to provoke the 
Emror, by aſcribing it to any other Reaſon, {| 
= was pretended by Auguſtus, which was 


the Epfciviouſneſs of his Elegies, and his Art of 
LovE'Tis true, they are not to be excus'd in the 
Severity of Manners, as being able to corrupt à 
burger Empire, if there were any, than that of 
Rome; yet this may be ſaid in behalf of Ovid, that 
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no Man has ever treated thePaſſion of Love with 
to much Delicacy af Thought, and of Expreſſi- 
on, or ſearch d into the Nature of it more Philo- 
ſophically than he. And the Emperor who con- 


demnꝰ d him, had as little Reaſon as another Man 


to 
leaſt he were the Author of a certain Epigram, 


which isaſcrib'd to him, relating to the Cauſe of 
the firſt Civil War betwixt himſelf and Mark 


Anthony the Triumvir, which is more fulſome 
than any Paſſage I have met with in our Poet. To 
paſs by the naked Familiarity of his Expreſſions 
to Horace, which are cited in that Author's Life, 
I need only mention one notorious Act of his, in 


= . taking Livia to his Bed, when ſhe was not only 


married, but with Child by her Husband, then 


Rving. But Deeds, it ſeems, may be juſtified by 
Arbitrary Power, When Words are queſtion d in 


à⁊ poet. There is another Gueſs of the Gramma- 


riant, as fai from Truth as the firſt from Reaſon; 


they will have him baniſh'd for ſome Favours. 
Which they ſayhe receiy'd from Julia the Daugh- 
ter of Auguſtus, whom they think he e 
under the Name of Corinna in his Elegies: But 
he Who will obſerve the Verſes which are made to 


EF that Miſtreſs, may gather from the whole Con- 


tition to. 


texture of them, that Corinna was not a Womar 
ofthe higheſt Quality: It Julia were then marri- 
edto Agrippa, why ſhould our Poet make his Pe- 

, for her ſafe Delivery, and afterwards 


condole ow Miſcarriage; which, for ought he 
Or in- 
deed... 


knew, might be by her own Husband 7 


niſh that Fault with ſo much Severity, if at 


O VID EPISTLES. 

deed how durſt he be ſa bold to make the leaſt 
Diſcovery of ſuch a Crime, which was no leſs 
than capital, eſpecially committed againſt aperſon 
of Agrippa's Rank? Or if it were before her 
Marriage, he would ſurely have been more diſ- 

creet, than to have publiſh'd an Accident, which 
muſt have been fatal to them both. But whar 
moſt confirms me againſt this Opinion is, that 
Ovid himſelf . that the true Perſon of 
Corinna was found out by the Fame of his Verſes 


to her: Which if it had been Julia, he durſt 


not have o- n' d; and beſide, an immediate Pu- 
niſhment muſt have follow d. He ſeems him- 
ſelf more truly to have touch'd at the Cauſe of 


his Exile in thoſe obſcure Verſes. 4 | 
Car aliquid vidi, car noxia Lumina fect? &c. 


Namely, that he had either ſeen, or was conſci- 


ous to, ſomewhat, which had procur'd him his 
Diſgrace. But neither am ſatisfied that this was 
the Inceſt of the Emperor with his own Daughs - 


ter: For Auguſtut was of a Nature too vindie 


tive to have contented himſelf with ſo ma 
Revenge, or ſo unſafe to himſelf as that of ſim. 
ple Bani ſhment, and would certainly have ſecur d 


his Crimes from publick Notice by the Death of WL 7 


him who was witneſs to them. Neither have 
Hyſtories given us anySight into ſuch an Action 


of this Emperor: Nor would he (the greateſt 


Politician of his time) in all Probability, have 
manag'd his Crimes with ſo little Secreſy, às net” 


to ſhun-the Obſervation of any Man. It ſeems” * 
more probable, that Ovid was either the Cone 
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dent of ſome other Paſſion, or that he had ſtum=. 


bled by ſame Inadvertency upon the Privacies of 
Livia, and ſeen her ina Bath: For the Words 
Sine veſte Dianam, | 
better with Livia who had the Fame of Cha- 
ity, than with either of the Julias, who were 
both noted of Incontinency. The firſt Verſes 


Fhich were made by him in his Vouth, and re- 


"cited publickly, according to the Cuſtom, were, 


* 


as he himſelf affures us, to Corinna: His Ba- 


niſhment happen'd not till the Age of Fifty, 
from which it may b&geduc'd, with Probability 


; enough, that the Love vf Corinna did not occa- 


* 
*. 
1 


ſion it: Nay he tells us plainly, that his Offence 
was that of Error only, not of Wickedneſs: 
And in the ſame Paper of Verſes alſo, that the 
Cauſe was notoriouſly know at Rome, though it 
be left ſo obſcure to After- Ages. 
But to leave Conjectures on a Subject ſo un- 


certain, and to write ſomewhat more authentick 

of this Poet: That he frequented the Court of 

- Auguſtus, and was well receiv'd in it, is moſt un- 
—— 


pubted : All his Poems bear the Character of a 
Court, and appear to be written as the French call 
it Cavalierement Add to this, that the Titles of 
many of his Elegies, and more of his Letters in 
his Net. are addreſs'd to Perſons wat 
known to us, even at this Diſtance, to have been 
conſiderable in that Court, 

Nor was his Acquaintance leſs with the famous 


Poets of his Age, than with the Noble Men and 


Ladies; he tells you himſelf, in a particular Ac- 


count 


9 
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count of his own Life, that Macer, Horace; 77 


bulls, Propertius, and many others of them were 
his familiar Friends, and that ſome of them com- 


municated their Writings to him, but that he hac 


only ſeen Virgil. 


If the Imitation of Nature be the Buſineſs o 


a Poet; I know no Author who can juſtly be 
compar*d with ours, eſpecially in b N 
of the Paſſions. A1 prove this, I ſha 
no other Judges than the Generality of his Rea- 


ders; for all Paſſions being inborn with us, we 
© arealmoſt equally Judges when we are concern d 


in the Repreſentation of them: Now I will ap- 
E to any Man who has read this Poet, whether 
e finds not the natural Emotion of the ſame 


Paſſion in himſelf, which the Poet deſcribes in 


his feign'd Perſons? His Thoughts, Which are the 


Pictures and Reſults of thoſe Paſſions, are gene- 


rally ſuch as naturally ariſe from thoſe diſorderly 


Motions of our Spirits. Vet, not to ſpeak too 


partially in his Behalf, I will confeſs that the Co- 


piouſneſs of his Wit was ſuch, that he often writ” | 
too point:dly for his Subject, and made tus Per-HE 
ſons ſpeak more eloquently than the Violence of ̃ 


their Paſſion would admit: So that he is fre- 
quently witty out of Seaſon ; leaving the Imi- 
tation of Nature, and the cooler Dictates of his 

udgment, for the falſe Applauſe of Fancy. Yet 
he ſeems to have found out this ImperteRtion in 


his riper Age: For why elſe ſhouldhe complain 


that his Metaimorphoſes was left unfitaſh'd ? No- 
thing ſure can be added to the Wi: of that Poem; 
- or 


Iption 
nced 
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or of the reſt : But many Things ought to have 
been retrenched; which I ſuppoſe would have 
been the Buſineſs of his Age, if his Misfortunes 
Had not come too faſt upon him. But take him 
uncorrected as he is tranſmitted to us, and it muſt 
be acknowledged, in fpight of his Durch Friends, 
the Commentators, even of Julius Scaliger him- 
7 that Senecas Cenſure will ſtand Sed againſt 
my ; 

Meſcivit quod bene ceſſit relinquere ; 

he never knew how to give over, when he had 
done well, but continually varying he ſame Senſe 
an hundred ways, and taking up in anotherPlace, 
- What he had more than enough inculcated be- 
fore, he ſometimes cloys his Readers inſtead of 
fatisfying them : And gives Occaſion to his 
Tranflators, who dare not cover him, to bluſh 
at the Nakedneſs of their Father. This then is 
the Allay of Ovia'sWriting, which is ſufficient- 
oy recompenc'd by his other Excellencies ; nay 
this very Fault is not without its Beauties: For 
the moſt ſevere Cenſor cannot but be pleas'd with 
the Prodigality of his Wit, tho? at the ſame time 
ke could have wiſh'd, that the Maſter of it had 
been a better Manager. Every thing which he 
does, becomes him, and if ſometimes he appear 
too gay, yet there is a ſecret Gracefulneſs of 
Youth, which accompanies his Writings, though 
the Staidneſs and Sobricty of Age be wanting, 
In the moſt material Part, which is the Conduct, 
tis certain that he ſeldom has miſcarried ; for if 
his Elegies be compar'd with thoſe of 7ikutlns 


2 and 


OVID" EPISTUES. | 
and Propertins, his Contemporaries, it will be: 
found that thoſe Poets ſeldom deſign'd before. 


they writ: And though the Language of Tb. 


lus be more poliſh'd, and the Learning of Pro 
pertius, eſpecially in his Fourth Book, more ſet 
out to Oſtentation; yet their common Practice 
was to look no further before them than the next 


Line; whence it will inevitably follow, that 


they can drive to no certain Point, but ramble 
from one Subject to anotlier, and conclude with: 
ſomewhat which is not of a piece with their Be- 
ginning: 8 
Purpureus late qui ſplendeat; unms & alter 
Huitur pannus As Horace ſays, 


though the Verſes are golden, they are but patch d. 


into the Garment. But our Poet has always the 
Goal in his Eye, which directs him in his Race; 
ſome beautiful Deſign, which he firſt eſtabliſhes, 
and then contrives the Means, which will naru- 
rally conduct him to his End. This will be evi- 
dent to judicious Readers in this Work of his 
Epiſtles, of which ſome w hat, at leaſt in general, 
will be expected. mare, 
The Title of them in our lite Editions is E- 
piſtolæ Heroidum, The Letters of, the Herames.. 


But Heinſius has judg'd more truly, that the - 


ſcription of our Author was barely, Epiſtles. ; 


which he concludes from his cited Verſes, Where 


Ovid aſſerts this Work as his own, Invention, and 


not borrow'd from the Greeks, whom. (as the 


Maſters of their Learning,) the Romans ulually., 
did imitate, But it appears not from thei Wri- 
N ä ders, 


4 ' 
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ters, that any of the Grecians ever touch'd upon 
this Way, which our Poet therefore juſtly has 
vindicated to himſelf. I quarrel not at theWord 
Hereidum, becauſe tis us d by Ovid in his Art of 
Loves © * 
*  TFupiter ad veteres ſupplex Heroidas ibat. 
But ſure he cou'd not be guilty of ſuch an O- 
verſight, to call his Work by the Name of He- 
roines, When there are divers Men or Heroes, as 
namely Paris, Leander, and Acontius, join'd in 
it, Except Sabinus who writ ſome Anſwers to 
Ovid's Letters, 

(Quamceler è toto rediit mens orbe Sabinus. 
T remember not any of the Romans who have 
treated on this Subject, {ave only Propertius, and 
that but once, in his Epiſtle of Arethuſa to Ly- 
coras, Which is written ſo near the Style of Ovid, 
that it ſeems tobe but an Imitation, and therefore 
ought not to defraud our Poet of the Glory of 


„ 


his Invention. 

Coneerning this Work of the Epiſtles, I hall 
content my ſelf to obſcrve theſe few Particulars. 
Firſt, that they are generally granted to be the 
molt perfect Piece of Ovid, and that the Style of 
them. is tenderly paſſionate and courtly ; two 
Properties well agreeing with the Perſons, which 
were Heroines, and Lovers. Yet where the Cha- 
racters were lower, as in OEnone, and Hero, lis 
has kept cloſe to Nature, in drawing his Images 
after a Country Life, tHough perhaps he has Ro- 
mania d his Grecian Dames too much, and made 
them ſpeak ſometimes. as if they had been born 
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in the Ciry of Rome, and under the Empire bf 
Angnſtus. There ſeems to be no great Variety 
in the particular Subjects which he has choſen; 
moſt of the Epiſtles being written from Ladies. 
who were forſaken by their Lovers: Which is 
the Reaſon that many of the ſame Thoughts 
come back upon us in divers Letters: But of the 

eneral Character of Women, which is Mode- 
ys he has taken a moſt becoming Care: For his 


amorous Expreſſions go no further than Virtue: * _. 4 
may allow, and therefore may be read, as he in- 


tended them, by Matrons without a Bluſh. 
Thus much concerning the Poet : Whom you 
find tranflated by divers Hands, that you ma 
at leaſt have that Variety in the Ezgliſh, which 
the Subject denied to the Author of the Laris. 
It remains that I ſhould ſay ſomewhat of Poeti- 


* 


cal Tranſlations in general, and give my Opini- 


on (with Submiſſion to better Fudgments)whuch: 


way of Verſion ſeems to me moſt proper. 


All Tranſlation I ſuppoſe my 32 reduc d to. 


theſe three Heads: 


Firſt, That of Metaphraſe, or turning an Au- 


thor Word by Word, and Line by Line, from 
one Language into another. Thus, or near this 
manner, was Horace his Art of Poetry tranſlated 
by Ben Johnſon. The ſecond Way is that of 
Paraphraſe, or Tranſlation with Latitude, where 
the Author is kept in View by the Tranſlator, fo- 
as never to be loſt, but his Words are not fo ſtrit-- 
Iy follow d as his Senſe, and that too is admitted 
to be amplified, but not alter d.. Such is Mr. 

| ee, Walles's. 


= 
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Waller's/T'ranſlarion' of Firgil'sFourth eXEntid, 
The third Way is that of Imitation, where the 
Tranſlator (if now he has not loſt that Name) 
aſſumes the Liberty not only to vary from the 

* Words and Senſe, but to forſake them both as he 
fees Oecaſion: And taking only ſome general 
. from the Original, to run Diviſion on the 

nd-work, as he pleaſes. Such is Mr. Cow- 
bk. by sPractice interning two Odes of Pindar, and 
=. © oneof Horace, into Engliſh. 

Concerning the firſt of theſe Methods, our 

1 Maſter Horace has given us this Caution, 

= Nec uverbum verbo curabis reddere fidus 

Ixterpr 46—2—— 

MWor Word for Word too faithful ully tranſlate, . ' 

a0 the Earl of Ro/common 5 excellently render'd 

it. Too faithfully is indeed pedantically: Tis | 

a Faith like that which progerds from Superſtiti- 
aon, blind and zcalous: Take it in the Expreſſion 
of Sir John Denham, to Sir Rich, Fanſbaw, on 
bis Verſion of the Paſtor Fido. 
- That ſervile Path thou nobly doſt Arbe 
- Of tracing Word by Mord, * Line by Lines 
Ane and nobler Way thou doſt purſue, 
Tomake Tranſlations and.Tranſlators too: 
They but preſerve the Aſhes, thou the Flame, 
ue to his Senſe, but truer to his Fame... 
Tis almoſt impoſſible to tranſlate verbally,and 
well, at the fame time; for the Latin (a moſt.ſe- 
vere and compendious Language) often expreſſes 
thatin one Word, which either the Barbarity, or 
ne Narrowneſs of modern Tongues cannot ſup- 


ply 


. 


f 
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ly in more. Tis frequent alſo that the Chniceir 
is couch d in ſome Expreſſion, which will he loſt 
in Exgliſb. RMC 3h. aner ! 4 k Feb ARF. 
Argue iidem Venti vrla fidemque frrent. 


Whar Poet of our Nation is ſo happy as to ex- 9 
preſs this Thought lirterally in Exgliſb, and to 
ſtrike Wit or almoſt Senſe out of it? 


In ſhort, the verbal Copier is in 2 with 
ſo many Difficulties at orice, that He 4 — 
diſintangle himſelf from all. He is to confider 


at the ſame time the Thought of his Author and | 


his Words, and to find out the Counterpart to 
each in another Language: And befides this, he 
is to confine himſelf to the Compaſs of Numbers, 


and the Slavery of Rhime. Tis much hike dan- 


ciag on Ropes with fetter d Legs: A Man can 
ſhun a Fall by uſing Caution, but the Graceful- 
neſs of Motionis not to be expected: And when 


we have ſaid the beſt of it, tis but afooliſhTask; 


for no ſober Man would put himſelf into Danger 
for the Applauſe of ſcaping without breaking 
his Neck. We ſee Ben Fohnſon could notavoid* 
Obſcurity in his litteral Tranſlation of  Horates' 
attempted ih the fame Compaſs of Lines: Nay 
Horace himſelf could ſcarcehavedonetrtoaGreek” 
Poet. ans Las TS 


Brevis eſſe labors, obſcurns flo; ®* + +? 
eitherPerſpicuity orGracefulneſs will frequently” 
be wanting. Horace has indeed avoided both hefe: 
Roc ks in his Tranflation of the three FFH 
of Homer's Odyſſey, which he has contra ted 
een | $117 nen 
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De PREFACE #o ,. 6 

Dic mihi Muſa Virum capte poſt tempora Troje 
Qui mores hominum multorum vidit & urbes. 
Muſe, ſpeakthe Man, who ſince the Siege of Troy, 
So many Towns, ſuch Change of Manners ſaw. 

| | | Exl of Roſes 

But then the Sufferings of Ulyſſes, which are 
a conſiderable part of that Sentence, are omitted. 


[Og wane v mad[ N :! 
The 88 of theſe Difficulties, in a 


ſervile, litteral Tranſlation, not long ſince made 


two of our famous Wits, Sir John Denham, and 
Mr.-Cowley, to contrive another way of turning 
Authors into our Tongue, call'd by the latter 
of them, Imitation. As they were Friends, I 
fuppoſe they communicated their Thoughts on 
this Subject to each other, and therefore their 
Reaſons for it are little different: Though the 
Practice of one is much more moderate. I take 
Imitation of an Author, in their Senſe, to be an 
Endeavour of a later Poet to write like one who 
has written before him on the ſame Subject: That 
is, not to tranſlate his Words, or to be confin'd 
do his Senſe, but only to ſet him as a Pattern, and 

to write, as he ſuppoſes that Author would have 


| done, had he liv'd in our Age, and in our Coun- 


try. Vet I dare not ſay that either of them have 
carried this libertine way of rendering Authors 
. Gas Mr. Cowley calls it) fo far as my Definition 
reaches. For in the Pindarick Odes, the Cuſtoms. - 
and Ceremonies of ancient Greece are ſtill pre- 
*fery'd: But I khow not what Miſchief may a- 
ile hereafter from the Exampleof ſuch an Inno- 

* vation, 


O VID EPISTLES. 


vationg when Writers of unequal Parts to him 
ſhall imitate ſ@ bold an Undertaking. To add 
and to diminjſh what we pleaſe, which is the way 
avow'd by him, ought only to be granted to Mr, 
Cowley, and that too only in his Tranſlation of 
Pindar, becauſe he alone was able to make him a- 
mends, by giving him better of his own, when 
ever he refus'd his Author's Thoughts.  Pindar 
s generally known to be a dark Writer, to want 


Connexion (I mean as to our Und ing) to 
ſoar out of Sight, and leave his — R 


So wild and ungovernable a Poet cannot be tran» 
ſlated literally, his Genius is too ſtrong to bear a 
Chain, and Sampſon like he ſhakes it off: A Ge- 
nius ſo elevated and unconfin'd as Mr. 22 
was but neceſlary to make Pindar ſpeak Engliſh, 
and that was to be perform'd by no other way 
than Imitation. But if Virgil, or Ovid, or any 
regular intelligible Authors be thus us d, tis no 
longer to be call'd their Work, when neither the 


Thoughts nor Words are drawn from the Ori- 


ginal : But inſtead of them there is ſomething 
new produc'd, which is almoſt the Creation of 
another Hand. By this way, tis true, ſome- 
what that is excellent may be invented, perhaps 
more excellent than the firſt Deſign, though 
Hirgil muſt be ſtill excepted, when that perhaps 
takes Place: Vet he who is inquiſitive to know 
an Author's Thoughts, will be diſappointed in 
his Expectation. And 'tis not always that a Man 


will be contented to have aPreſent made him. 
when he expects the Payment of a Debt. 2 | 
Ae. | 


* 


W * 
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ſtate it fairly, Imitation of an Author is the moft 
_ . advantageous way for a Tranſlator to ſhew him- 
ſelf, but the greateſt Wrong which can be done 
to the Memory and Reputation of the Dead. 
Sir John Denham (who advis'd more Liberty 


than he took himſelf,) gives his Reaſon for his 


Innovation, in his admirable Pretace before the 
Tranſlation of the ſecond Æneid. Poetry is of 
Js ſubtil a Spirit, that in pouring out of one Lan- 
ghage into another, it will all Evaporate ; and if 
a new Spirit be not added in the Transfuſion, there 
will remain nothing but a Caput Mortuum. I 
confeſs this Argument holds good againſt a litte- 
ral Tranſlation 3 but whodefends it? Imitation 
and Verbal Verſion are in my Opinion the two 
Extremes, which ought to be avoided: And 
therefore, when I have propos d the Mean be- 
twirt them, it will be ſeen how far his Argu- 
ment will reach. A ich i i 
No Man is capable of tranflating Poetry, who, 
beſides a Genius to that Art, is not a Maſter 
both of” his Author's Language, and of his 
own: Nor muſt we underftand the Language 
only of the Poet, but his particular Turn of 
Thoughts, and Expreſſion, which are the Cha- 
racters t hat diſtinguiſh, and as it were individu- 
ate him from all other Writers: When we are 
come thus far, tis time to look into our ſelves, 
to conform our Genius to his, to give his 
Thought either the ſame Turn, if our Tongue 
will bear it, or if not, to vary but the Dreſs, 
not to alter or deſtroy the Subſtance. The like 
| Care 
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Care muſt be taken of the more outward Orna- 
ments, the Words; hen they appear (Which 
is but ſeldom) litterally 1 0 it were an In- 
jury to the Author that they ſhould be chang'd : 
But ſince every Language is ſo full of its own 
Proprieties, that what is Beautiful in one, is often 
Barbarous, nay ſometimes Nonſenſe in another, 
it would be unreaſonable to limit a Tranſlator to 
the narrow Compaſs of his Author's Words : 


Ti enough if he chuſe out ſome Expreſſion 


which does not viciate the Senſe. I ſuppoſe he 
may ſtretch his Chain to ſuch a Latitude, but by 
Innovation of Thoughts, methinks he breaks it. 

By this Means the Spirit of .an Author may. be 
transfus'd, and yet not loſt : And thus tis plain, 


that the Reaſon alledged by Sir John Denham, - 


has no farther Force than to Expreſſion: For 
Thought, if it be tranſlated truly, cannot be loſt. 
in another Languages but theWords that convey 
it to our Apprehenſion (whichare the Image and 
Ornament of that Thought) may be ſo ill choſen 


as to make it appear in an unhandfom Dreſs, and 


rob it of its native Luſtre. There istherefore a 
Liberty to beallow'd for the Expreſſion, neither 


is it neceſſary that Words and Lines ſhould be 
confin'd to the Meaſure of their Original. The _ - 
Senſe of an Author, generally ſpeaking, is to be 


Sacred and Inviolable. If the Fancy of Oui be 
luxuriant, tis his Character to be ſo, and if I 


retrench it, he is no longer Ovid. It will be re- 
ply'd, that he receives Advantage by this lop- 


ping of his ſuperfluous Branches; but I rejoin, 


that 


n 


dme PREFACE w | 
thata Tranſlator has no ſuch Right. Whena 
Painter Copics from the Life, If i {naming has no 


Privilege to alter Features, and Lineaments, un- 
der Pretence that his Picture will look better; 


More exact, if the Eyes or Noſe were alter'd, 


3 hut tis his Buſineſs to make it reſemble the Ori- 


. wad In two Caſes only there may a ſeeming 
itculty ariſe, that is, if the Thought be no- 
toriouſly trivial or diſhoneſt : But the ſame An- 
ſwer will ſerve for both, that then they ought 
not tobe Tranſlated. + 
| ä FF gut 


De deres tractata niteſcere poſſe, relinquas. 
WI Thus I have ventur d to give my Opinion on 
= this Subject againſt the Authority of two great 
Men, but T hope without Offence to either of 
= "her Memories, for 1 both Tov'd them living, 
ad reverencethem now they are dead. But if 
= after what I have urg d, it be thought by better 
ess ther the Praiſe of a Tranſlation conſiſts 
eee Beauties to the Piece, thereby to 
recompence the Loſs which itſuſtains by change 
of Language, I hall be willing to be taught bet- 
| ter, and to recant. In the mean time it ſeems to 
mes that the true Reaſon why we have fo few 


Jo purſuing of the Author's Senſe ; but becauſe 


are requiſite for Tranſlation; and that there is ſo 
little Praiſe and ſo ſmall Encouragement for ſo 
conkderable a Part of Learning. as Heh 


To 


Perhaps the Face which he has drawn would be 
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| > Verhons which are tolerable, is not from the too 
there areo few who bove all the Talents which = 
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will make you ample Satis faction ſor my 
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ly, in ſhort, what has been faidto this 
* ork ; the Reader will here find moſt of 
the Franſlations, with ſome little Latitude or 
Variation from the Author's Senſe : That of 
OEuoue to Paris, is in Mr. Cowley's way of Imi- 
tation only. I was deſir'd to ſay that thes Author, 
who is "the Fair Sex, underſtood not Lau] - 
But if ſhe does not, I am ebe 
occaſion to be aſham'd who do. 
For my own Part I am ready to ack nowledge, 
that J have tranſgreſs d the Rules which I have 
— ;and taken more Liberty thana . — 
ation will allow. But ſo man 
whoſe Wit and Learning are ar Arts: known, being "= 
join'd in it, I doubt . Excellencis, = 
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By the Honottr able Sir CARR, SCROPE, BS 


The ARGU MEN Fo 


The Poeteſs Sapho, forſaken * Lower bc (who was 
gone from —_ to Sicily) and reſolv d, in Deſpair, i 
drown hev ſe * writes this Letter to e 4 


Ea HILE Phamntothe Flaming Etna dle 
Conſum'd, with no leſs * Raban 
dies. 


I burn, I burn, Me kindled Fields of 
Corn, 


When by the driving engen, mos 
are born. | 
My Muſe and Lute can now no longer pleaſe, 
hey are th Employments of a Mind at eaſe. 
and ring from Thought to Thought I ſit alore 
Day, and my once dear Companions ſhun, - 
In vain the Lesbian Maids claim eacha part. 
Where thou alone haſt ta'en upall the Heart. 
ih lovely Youth! bow canſt thou cruel prove, | k 
hen bleoming Years and Beauty bids thee love? 


"gs -Y A Delighted with the Muſick ot my Tongue, 


Aud ſnatchiog Kiſſes, ſtopp'd me as1 ſung. 
Kiſſes, whoſe melting touch his Soul did move, 


2  OvipsEvrpirTies.. 


If none but equal Charms thy Heart can bind, 
Then to thy ſelf alone thou muſt be kind. 
Let worthleſs as I am, there was a Time, 
When Phaan thought me worthy his Eſteem. 
A thouſand tender Things to Mind I call, 

For they who truly love remember all. 


Ko Upon my Words with Glent Joy he hung. 


The Earneſt of the coming Joys of Love. 
Then tender Words, ſhort Sighs, and thouſand Charms 
Of wanton Artsendear'd me to his Arms; 

Till both expiring with tumultuous Joys, 

A gentle Faintneisdid our Limbs ſurprize. 

Beware, Sicilian Ladies, ah! beware 

How you receive my faithlefs Wanderer. 

Lou too will be abus d, if you believe 

The flatt ring Words that he ſo well can give. | 

Looſe to the Winds, I let my flowing Hair 
No more with fragrant Scents perfume the Air, | ] 

But all my Dreſs diſcovers wild Deſpair. 

For whow, alas! ſhould now my Art be ſhown ? 
The only Man I car d to pleaſe is gone. 

Oh let me once more ſee thoſa Eyes of thine. 

Thy Love I ask not, do but ſuffer maine. 

Thou might'ſt at leaſt have ta en thy laſt Farewel, 
And feign'd a Sorrow which thou didſt not feel. 
No kind remembring Pledge was ask d by thee, 
And nothing left but Injuries withme. 
Witneſs, ye Gods, with what a Death-like Cold 
4j Heart was ſeiz'd, when firſt thy Flight was told. 


Speecl 
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Speechleſs and ſtupid for a whileT lay, 
And neither Words nor Tears could find their way. 
But when my ſwelling Paſſion fore d a vent, 
With Hair diſhevePd, Clothes in pieces rent; 
Like ſome mad Mother thro' the Streets I run, 
Who to his Graveattends her only Son. 
Expos'd to all the World my ſelf I ſee, 
Forgetting Virtue, Fame, and all but thee; # 
So ill, alas! do Love and Shame agree! „ 
Tis thou alone that art my eonſtant Care, TIS 
In pleaſing Dreams thou comforr'ſt my Deſpair; 
ns And mak'ſt the Night, that does thy Form convey, 
Welcome to me above the faireſt Day. 
Then ſpite of Abſence, I thy Love enjoy: 
In cloſe Embraces lock d methinks we lye 5 
Thy tender Words I hear, thy Kiſſes feel, | 
With all the Joysthat Shame forbids to tell, 2 
But when I waking miſs thee from my Bed, ' 
Andall my pleaſing Images are fled ; 
The dear deluding Viſion to retain, 2 
| Ilay me down, and try to ſleep again. - 
Soon as I riſe I baunt the Caves and Groves, 
Thoſe conſcious Scenes of our once happy Loves) 
here like ſome frantick Bacchanal I Walk, 
ind to my ſelf with fad Diſtraction talk, 
hen big with Grict I throw me on the Ground, 
\nd view the melancholy Grotto round, 
hoſe hanging Roof of Moſs and craggy Stone 
delights my Eyes above the brighteſt Throne; 
But when I ſpy the Bank, whoſe graſſie Bed 
tains the Print our weary Bodies made; 
B a Ca 
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forſaken fideI lay me down, 
th a ſhow'r ot Tears the Place I drown, 
es are wither d all ſince thou art gone, 
or thee they put their Mourning on. 
rbling Bird does now with Mufick fill 
W oods, except the mournful Philomel. 
With hers my diſmal Notes all Nightagree, 
= Ot Tereus ſhe complains, and Jof thee, 
Ungentle Youth! didſt thou but ſee me mourn, 
Hlfard as thouart, thou wou dſt, thou wou'd(t return. 
Ml, conſtant falling Tears the Paper ſtain, 
And my weak Hand can ſcarce direct my Peg, 
Oh could thy Eyes but reach my dreadful State, 

As now ſtand prepar d for ſudden Fate, 

Thou cou dſt not ſee this naked Breaſt of mine 

Daſht againſt Roe ks, rather than join'd to thine. 

Peace, Sapho, peace! thou ſend'ſt thy fruitleſs Cries 

To one more hardthan Rocks, more deaf than Seas, 

The flying Winds bear thy Complaints away, 

But none will ever back his Sails convey. 

No longer then thy hopeleſs Love attend, 

But let thy Life here with thy Letter end. 
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Wholly Tranſlated, 1 


By Mr. Z O P E. 


AY, lovely Youth, that doſt my Heart command 
Can Phaor's Eyes forget his Sapho's Hand?? 
Muſt then her Name the wretched Writer prove II 
o thy Remembrance loſt, as to thy Love! 
Ask not the Cauſe that I new Numbers chuſe, 

he Lute neglected, and the Lyric Muſe; 

ove taught my Tears in ſadder Notes to flow, 

And tun'd my Heart to Elegies of Woe. 

burn, 1 burn, as when thro' ripen'd Corn 
By driving Winds the ſpreading Flamesare born! 
haon to Ztna's ſcorching Fields retires, 
Vhilel conſume with more than Ztna's Fires!” 
do more my Soul a Charm in Muſick finds, 2 
luſick has Charms alone for peaceful Minds: ; | 
doft Scenes of Solitude no more can pleaſe, | 
ove enters there, and I'm my own Diſeaſe: : 
o more the Lesbian Dames my Paſſion move, 
Once the dear Objects of my guilty Love; 
Mother Lovesareloſtinonly thine, 
Youth ungrateful to a Flame like mine 
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Whom wou'd not all thoſe blooming Charms ſurprize, 
Thoſe heav nly Looks, and dear deluding Eyes : 
The Harp and Bow wou d you like Phavzs bear, 
A brighter Phæbus, Phaon might appear; 
Wou d you with Ivy wreath your flowing Hair, 
Not Bacchus ſelf with Phaon cou d compare: 
Yet Phæbu, lov d, and Bacchus felt the Flame, 


; One Daphne warm'd, and one the Cresan Dame; 


Nymphs that in Verſe no more eou'd rival me, 
Than ev n thoſe Gods contend in Charms with thee, 
The Muſes teach me all their ſofteſt Lays, . 

And the wide Worldreſounds with Sapho's Praiſe. 
Tho' great Alcexs more ſublimely ſings, 

And ſtrikes with bolder Rage the ſounding Strings, 
No leſs Renown attends the moving Lyre, 
Which Cupid tunes, and Venus does inſpire. 

To me what Nature has in Charms deny d 

Is well by Wit's more laſting Charms ſupply d. 
Tho ſhort my Stature, yet my Name extends 
To Heav n it ſelf, and Earth's remoteſt Ends. 
Brown as I am, an Æthiopian Dame 

Inſpir d young Perſeus with a gen'rous Flame, 
Turtles and Doves of diff ring Hues, unite, 

And gloſſy Jett is pair d with ſhining White. 

If to no Charms thou wilt thy Heart reſign, 

But ſuchas merit, ſuch as equal thine, 

By none, alas! by none thou.can'ſt be mov d, 
Phaon alone by Phaon muſt belov'd! 

Yet once thy Sapho-cou'd thy Caresemploy, 
Once in her Arms you center d all your Joy: 

Still all thoſe Joys to my Remembrance move, 
For oh! how vaſt a Memory has Love? 
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My Muſick, then you cou d for ever hear, 7 
And all my Words, were Muſick to your Ear. 
You ſtop'd with Kiſſes my inchanting Tongue, 
And found my Kiſſes ſweeter than my Song. 
In all I pleas'd but moſt in what was beft ; 

And the laſt Joy was dearer than the reſt. | 
Then with each Word, each Glance, each Motion fe, 
You ſtill enjoy'd, and yet you ſtill defir'd, 

Till all diſſolving in the Trance we lay, 

And in tumultuous Raptures dy'd away. 

The fair Sicilians now thy Soul inflame, 

Why was 1 born ye Gods, a Lesbian Dame 

But ah beware, Sicilian Nymphs! nor boaſt 
That wandring Heart which I ſo lately loſt ; 
Nor be with all thoſe tempting Words abus'd,. 
Thoſetempting Words were all to Sapho us d. 
And you that rule Sicilia's happy Plains, 
Havepity, Venus, on your Poet's Pains ! 

Shall Fortune ſtill in one ſad Tenor run, 

And ſtill increaſe the Woes ſo ſoon begun? 
Enur'd to Sorrows from my tender Years, 

My Parent's Aſhes drank my early Tears; 

My Brother next, neglecting Wealth and Fame: 
Ignobly burn d in a deſtructioe Flame; 

An Infant Daughter late my Griefs increaſt, 

And alla Mother's Cares diſtract my Breaſt. 

Alas, what more could Fate it ſelf impoſe, 

But Thee, the laſt and preateſt of my Woes ? 
No more my Robes in waving Purple flow, . 
Noron my Hand the ſparkling Diamonds glow; 
No more my Locksin Ringlets curl'd diffuſe 
The coltly ſweetneſs ot Arabian Dews,. 
Y B 4 
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No Braids of Gold the vary d Treſſes bind, 

That fly diſorder'd with the wanton Wind: 

For whom fhou'd Sapho ule ſuch Artsas thefe > 
He's gone, whom only ſhe deſir d to pleaſe! 
C#pid'slight Darts my tender Boſom move, 
Still is there Cauſe for Sapho ſtill to love: 

So from my Birth the Siſters fixt my Doom, 
And gave to Venus all my Life to come; 

Or while my Muſe in melting Notes complains, 
My Heart relents, and anſwers to my Strains. 
By Charms like thine which allmy Soul have won, 
Who might not — ah! who wou d not be andone?- 
For thoſe Aurora Cephalus might ſcorn, 

And with freſh Bluſhes paint the conſcious Morn, 
For thoſe mightCynthia lighten Phaor's Sleep. 
And bid Endymion nightly tend his Sheep. 

Venus for thoſe had rapt thee to the Skies, 

But Mars on thee might look with Venus Eyes. 
O ſcarce a Youth, yet ſcarce a tender Boy! 

O uſeful Time for Lovers toemploy ! 

Prideof thy Age, and Glory of thy Race, 
Cometotheſe Arms, and meltin this Embrace! 
The Vows you never will return, receive: 
And take at leaſt the Love thou wilt not give. 
See, while I write, my Words are loſt in Tears;. 
Theleſs my Senſe, the more my Love appears. 
Sure*twas not much to bid one kind Adieu, 

(At leaſt to feign was never hard to you) 

Farewel my Lesbian Love ! you might have ſaid; 
Or coldly thus, Farewel oh Lesbian Maid! 

No Tear did you, no parting Kiſs receive, 

Nor knew I then how much I was togrieve. 
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No Gift on thee thy Sapho cou'd confer, 
And Wrongs and Woes were all you left with her. 
No Charge I gave you, and no Charge cou d give. 
But this; Be mindful of our Loves, and True, 
Now by the Nine, thoſe Pow'rs ador d by me, 
And Love, the God that ever waits on thee, . _* 
= When firſt I heard (from whom I hardly knew) 
5 That you were fled, and all my Joys with you, 
Like ſome {ad Statue, ſpeechleis, pale, I ſtood; - 
WG rict chill'd my Breaſt; and Rop'd my freezing Blood. 
No Sigh toriſc, no Teac had Pow'rto flow; 
. ix d ina ſtupid Le hargy of Woe. 
Hat when its way th' impetuous Paſſion found. 
rend my Treſſes, and my Breaſts I wound, 
I rave, then weep, I curſe, and then complain, 
Now ſwell to Rage, now melt in Tears again. 
Cot fiercer Pangs diſtract the mournful Dame, 
hoſe firſt-born Infant feedsthe Fun'ral Flame... 
My Scoroful Brother with a Smile appears, 
Inſults my Woes, and triumphs in my Tears, 
is hated Imageever haunts my Eyes, - 
and why this Grief? thy Daughter live:; hecriess. 
Stung with my Love, and furious with Deſpair, - 
All torn my Garments, and my Boſom bare, 
ly Woes, thy Crimes, I tothe World proclaim; 
Buch inconſiſtent Thingsare-Love and Shame! 
Tis thou art all my Cate, and my Delight, 
ly daily Longing, and my Dream by Night: 
D Night more pleaſing than the brighteſt Day, , + 
hen Fancy gives what Abſence takes away, 
nd dreſt᷑ in all its vikonary Charms, 
ſtores my fair Deſerter to my Arms! 
Ne 8.5 
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Then round your Neck in wanton Wreaths I twine, 
Then you, methinks, as fondly cirele mine: 
A thouſand tender Words 1 hear and ſpeak ; 
A thouſand melting Kiſſes, give, and take: 
Then fiercer Joys I bluſh to mention theſe, . 
Yet while I bluſh confeſs how much they pleaſe! 
But when with Day the ſweet Deluſions fly, 

And all things wake to Life and Joy, but I, 
As it once moreforſaken, I complain, 
And cloſe my Eyes, to dream of Mou again. 
Then frantick riſe, and like ſome Fury rove 
Thro lonely Plains, and thro' the ſilent Grove, 

As if the ſilent Grove, and lonely Plains, 
That knew my Pleaſures, cou d relieve my Pains. 

I view the Grotto, once the Scene of Love, 
The Rocksaround, the hanging Roots above, 
Which charm d me more, with Native Moſs o'ergrown, 
Than Phrygian Marble or the Parian Stone. 
I-find the Shades that did our Joys conceal, 
Not him, who made me love thoſe Shades fo well! 
Here the preſt Herbs with bending tops betray. 
Where oft entwin'd inam'rous Folds we lay; 
Ikiſs that Earth which once was preſt by you, 
And all with Tears the with'ring Herbs bedeve. 
For thee the fading Trees appear to mourn, 

2 And Birds defer their Songs till thy Return: 
Night ſhades the Groves, and all in Silence lye, 
All but the mournful PHilomel and J, 

Wich mournful PhilomelE.join my Strain, 
Of Tereus ſue, of Phaon I complain. 

A Spring there is, whoſe Silver Waters ſhow, 
Clear as a Glaſs, the ſhining Sands below ; 
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A flow'ry Lotos ſpreads its Arms above, 

Shades all the Banks, and ſeems it ſelf a Grove 
Eternal Greens the moſſie Margin grace, 
Watch'd by the Sylvan Genius of the Place. 
Here as L lay, andTwell'd with Tears the Flood, 
Before my Sight a watry Virgin ſtood. 

She ſtood and ery d. . O you that love in vain 
Fly hence; and ſeek the far Leucadian Main 


& Afollo's Fane ſurveys the rolling Deep; 

* There injur'd Lovers, leaping from above, 

« Their Flames extinguiſh, and forget to love. 

% Demncalion once with hopeleſs Furyburn'd, 

In vain he lov'd, relentleſs Pyrrha ſcorn'd ; 

«© But when from henee he plung d into the Main, 
*« Dexcalion (corn'd, and Pyrrha lov d in vain. 

** Haſte, Sapho, haſte, from high Lexcadia throw - 


* Thy wretched Weight, nordread the Deeps below? 


She ſpoke, and vaniſh'd with the Voice _-I rife, 
And ſilent Tears fall trickling from my Eyes. | 
I go, ye Nymphs! thoſe Rocks and Seas to prove; 
How much! fear, but ah! how much I love! 

I go, yeNymphs! where furious Love inſpires: 
Let Female Fears ſubmit to Female Fires! 

To Rocks and Scas I fly from Phaon's Hate, 

And hope from Seas and Rocks a milder Fate. 
Yegentle Gales, beneath my Body blow, 

And ſoftly lay me an the Waves below! 

And thou, kind Love, my ſinking Limbs ſuſtain, 
Spread thy ſoft Wings, and watt me o'er the Main, 
Nor let a Lover's Death che guilrlefs Floodprotane ! 


There ſtands a Rock from whoſe impending Steep, 
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On Phæbus Shrine my Harp I'll then beſtow, 
And this Inſcription ſhall be plac'd below. 
Here ſhe who ſung, to Him that did inſpire, 
* Sapho to Phbus conſecrates her Lyre, ' | 
What ſuits with Sapho, Phoebus, ſuits With thee; . 
The Gift, the Giver, andthe God agree. 

But why alaſs, relentleſs Youth! ah why 
Todiſtant Seas muſt tender Sapho fly ? | 
Thy Charms than thoſe may far more pow'rful be, 
And Phæbus {elf is leſs a God to me. 

Ah! canſt thou doom me to the Rocks and Sea, 

© far more faithleſs and more hard than they? 

Ah! can'ſt thou rather {ee this tender Breaſt 

Daſh'd on ſharp Rocks, than to thy Boſom preſt ? 
This Breaſt, which once, in vain! you lik d ſo well; 
Where the Lowesplay'd, and where the Muſes d well 
Alas! the Muſes now no more inſpire; 
Untun d my Lute, and ſilent is my Lyre; 
My languid Numbers have forgot to flow, 
And Fancy ſinks beneath a Weight of Woe. 
Ye Lesbian Virgins, and ye Lesbian Dames, 


Themes of my Verſe, and Objects of my Flames, 


No more your Groves with my glad Songs ſhall ring, 
No more theſe Hands ſhall touch the trembling String: 
Since Phaon fled, I all thoſe Joys reſign, 

Wreteh that Iam, I'd almoſt call'd him mine! 
Return fair Youth, return, and bring along 

joy to my Soul, and Vigour to my Song 

Abſent from thee, the Poet's Flame expires, 

But ah! how fiercely burn the Lover's Fires? 

Gods! can no Pray'rs, no Sighs, no Numbers move 


- Onelavage Heart, or teach it how to love? 


This 
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The flying Winds have loſt them all in Air! 

Dh when, alas ! ſhall more auſpicious Gales 

ro theſe fond Eyes reſtore thy welcome Sails? 
f you return——ah why theſe long Delays? * 
oor Sapho dies while careleſs Phaon ſtays. 

WD lunch thy Bark, nor fear the watry Plain, 

| 5 7233445 for thee ſhall ſmooth her native Mains 

WP launch thy Bark, ſecure of proſp'rous Gales, 
or thee ſhall Cupid ſpread the ſwelling Sails. 
Wt you will fly—(yet ah! what Cauſe can be, 
> not from Phaon I muſt hope for Eaſe; 
u let me ſeek it from the raging Seas: 
rom thee to thoſe, unpity'd, Ill remove. 
Ind either ceaſe to live, or ceaſe to love! 


The Winds my Pray'rs, my Sighs, my Numbers bear, 


oo cruel Youth, that you ſhou'd fly from me?) +," 


73. 
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CANACE to MACAREvs. 


By Mr. DRYDEN. 


meakounENT. 


dagen an/Canace, Son and. Danghter- ta Folus, Gad 
d,, lord each other inceſtuouſly : Canace was de 
1 liver'd of a Son, and committed him to her Ng be . 


1 cretly convey d away. crying out atqneans 
ea, diſcoverdto Æolus, — 4 inrag d aui IN ke def; 
8 yo his Children, m the | Ty expo to Wild 


re ſhe dy d. 1 — the e 
Macareus, who had ta 
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| Imagine, ere ylwread, the ago, | 
 OneBandrhe Sword, and one the. F. 
And in my Lap the read <=" 
\Bhiokin this Poſture thou dn 
Weis my cruel Father would delight. | 
© were be preſent,” that his Eyes and Hands 
Might ſee and urge the Death vvhich he commands; 
Than all the raging Winds more dreadful, he, 

Unmoy'd, without a Tear my Wound would fee. 


= 


# 
| 


\ 
1 
a 
1 
| 
4 - l 
$-. 
8. 


LT 


e 


CAN Ac te MAcAR EVS. 


ove juſtly plac d him on a ſtormy Throne, 8 
is Peoples Temper is ſolike his own. 
he North and South, and each contending Blaſt 
re underneath his wide Dominion caſt: 
hoſe he can rule; but his Tempeſtuous Mind 
s, like his airy Kingdom, unconfin'd : 
Ah! what avail.my kindred Gods above, 
hat in their number I can reckon Fove! 
hat help will all my Heav'nly Friends afford. 
hen to my Breaſt L litt the pointed Sword ? 
: That Hour whichjoin'd us came betore its time, 
n Death we had been one without a Crime. * 
hy did thy Flames beyond a Brother's move 2. 3 A 
Why lov'd I thee with more than Sifer's Love? 
For I lov'd too; and knowing not my Wound. | 
A ſecret Pleaſure in thy Kiſſes found: W *q 
My Checks no longer did their Colour boaſt,, | 

My Food grew loathſome, and my Strength 1 loſt: 

Still ere I ſpoke, a Sigh would top my Tongue; 

Short were my Slumbers, and my Nights were long. 

I knew not from my nnen 

Yet was, alas, the thing I did not know. 

My wily Nurſe by long Experience funds. . ö 
And firſt diſcover d to my Soul its Wound. * N 4 
'Tis Love, ſaid ſhe; and then my — Bye, 

And guilty Dumbneſs, witneſs'd my Surprizae. *i 
Force d at the laſt, my ſhameful Pain I tell: * # 
And, oh, what fellow'd! we bod know too well . 
When half denying, more than half A {Es 

« Embraces warm d me to a full Conſent $5. 4 7 * 
Then withtumultuous Joys my Heart did ba \ 6a, | 
And Guilt that — n 


What Med' cines tryd we not, to thee unknown? 


Live, my dear Siſter, and my dearer Wife. 


Such POw'r have Words, when ſpoke by thoſe we love. 


* Fearof our Father des another form. 
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But now my ſwelling Womb heay'd up my Breaſt; 
And riſing Weight my ſinking Limbs oppreſt, | 
What Herbs, what Plants, did not my Nurſe produce; 
To make Abortion by their pow'rful juice? 


Our firſt Crime common; this was mine alone. 
But the ſtrong Child, ſecure in hisdark Cell, 

With Nature's Vigour did our Arts repel. 

And now thepale-tac'd Empreſs of the Night 
Nine times had fill d her Orb with borrow'd Light: 
Not knowing 'twas my Labour, I complain 

Of ſudden Shootings, and of grinding Pain: 

My Throes cames thicker, and my Cries encreaſt, 
Which with her Hand the conſcious Nurſe ſuppreſt- 
To that unhappy Fortune was I come; 

Pain urg'd my Clamours; but Fear kept me Dumb. 
With inward Struggling I reſtrain'd my Cries, 

And drunk the Tears thattrickled from my Eyes. 
Death was in ſight, Lucina gave no Aid; 

And even my Dying had my Guilt betray d. ! 
Thoucam'ſt ; and inthyCount'nance fate Deſpair :+ 
Rent were thy Garmentsall, and torn thy Hair: 

Yet feigning Comfort whichthou cou'dſtnot give,” 
(Preſt in thy Arms, and whiſp'ring me to live:) 

For botlrout ſakes, (ſaidſt thou) preſerve thy Life; 


Rais d by that Name, with my laſt Pangs, I trove: 
The Babe, as if he heard what thou hadſtſworn, 


With haſty Joy ſprung forward to be born. 
What helps it to have weather d out one Storm? 


© Hig] 
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igh in his Hall, rock d in a Chair of State, 
he King with his tempeſtuous Council fates 
bro this large Room our only Paſſage lay, 
y which we could the new-born Babe convey : 
wath'd in her Lap, the bold Nurſe bore him out: 
ith Olive Branches cover d round about; 
nd, mutt'ring Pray'rs, as Holy Rites ſhe meant, 
hro' the divided Croud unqueſtion'd went. 
ſt at the Door th' unkappy Infant cry'd: 
he Grandſire heard him, and the Theft he ſpyd. 
ift as a Whirlwind to the Nurſe he flies, 
nd deafs his ſtormy Subjects with his Cries. 
ith one fierce Puff he blows the Leaves away: 
xpos d, the ſelt-· diſcover d Infant lay. 
he Noiſe reach d me, and my preſaging Mind 
oo ſoon its own approaching Woes divin'd, 
ot Shipsat Sea with Winds are ſhaken more; 
{or Seas themſelves, when angry Tempeſts roar, . 
han I, when my loud Father's Voice I hear: * 
he Bed beneath me trembled with my Fear. © 
le ruſh'd upon me, and divulg'd my Stain; 
arce from my Murther could his Hands refrain. 
only anſwer'd him with filent Tears; 
hey flow d; my Tongue was frozenup with Fears, 
lis little Grand-child he commands away, 
o Mountain Wolves and ev'ry Birdot Prey. 
he Babe cry d out, as if he underſtood, * ard 
nd begg d his Pardon with what Voice he cou d. 
y what Expreſſions can my Grief be ſhown? 
et you may gueſs my Anguiſhby your own) 
o ſee my Buwels, and what yet was worle, 
dur Bowels too, condemn'd to ſuch a Curſe!. 
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Out went the King; my Voice its freedom fouad. 
My Breaſts I beat, my blubber d CheeksI wound. 
And now appear d the Meſſenger of Death, 

Sad were his Looks, and ſcarce he dre vy his Breath, 
To ſay, Your Father ſends you——{with that Word. 
His trembling Hands preſented me a Sword: 
Your Father ſends you this; and lets you know, 
That your own Crimes the Uſe of it will ſhow. 

Too well I know the Senie thoſe Words impart: 
His Preſent ſhall be treaſur'd in my Heart. 

Are theſe the Nuptial GiftsaÞride receives? 

And this the fatal Dow'r a Father gives? 

Thou God of Marriage, ſhun thy own Diſgrace; 
And take thy Torch from this deteſted Place: 
Inſtead of that, let Furies light their Brands; 

And fire my Pile with their Infernal Hands. 
With happier Fortune may my Siſters wed ; 
Warn'd by thedire Example of the dead. 

For thee, poor Babe, what Crime could they pretend F 
How could thy Infant Innocence offend ? 

AGuilt there was; butoh that Guilt was mine! 
Thou ſuffer'ſt for a Sin that was not thine. 

Thy Mother's Grief and Crime! but juſt enjoy d, 
Shewn to my Sight, and born to be deſtroy d 
Unhappy Off-ſpring of my teeming Womb ? 
Drag'd headlong from thy Cradleto thy Tomb! 
Thyun-oftending Life could nor fave, 

Nor weeping could | follow to thy Grave! 

Nor onthy Tomb could offer my ſhorn Hair; 

Nor ſhew the Grief which tender Mothers bear; 
Yet long thou ſhalt not from my Arms be loſt, 

For ſoon I will o'ertake thy Infant Ghoſt, 
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t thou, my Love, and now my Love's Deſpair, 
rform his Fun'rals with paternal Care. 
is ſcatter'd Limbs with my dead Body burn; 


ad once more join us inthe pious Urn. 2 
on my wounded Breaſt thou drop'ſt a Tear, f 
bink for whoſe ſake my Breaſt that Wound did bear + 
nd faithtully my laſt Deſires fulfil, - 


$ 1 perform my cruel Father's Will. 


TY 


_ 


By ED. POLEY, Eg. 
The ARGUMENT, 
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| Demophoon, who was Son to Theſeus and Phædra, in re: 
=p turning from the Trojan War into his own Ceuntry, was y 
| 4 Tempeſt driven upon theCoaft; of Thrace ; where Phillis, 
who was then Dueenef Thrace, entertain d and marry 
him. When he had ſtay dwith her ſome-Time, he hearl 
that Meneſtheus was dead, (who, after he had Conquer 
Theſeus, had uſurp'd the Government of AthensYand mu- 

mpretence of 2 ng his own Affairs, he went to Athens, 
and promis d the Queen that he would comebackagain in a 
Month. When he had been gone four Months, and that 
heul heard no News of him, ſhe writes him. this Letter 


| VF Ou've gone beyond your Time, and ought togiye. 
| So kind a Wite as Phiilis leave to grieve. k 
Tou promis d me you would no longer ſtay, G 
Than till the firſt full Moon ſhouldlight your Way. 
Thricedid it fince its borrow'd Light renew, 
And thrice has,.chang'd, bur not ſo much as you. 
Did you the Days, and Hours, and Minutes tell, 
As Phillis does, and they that love ſo well, 
Yeu'd ſay'twere time to weep; your Sorrows too 
Would juſtify thoſe Tears ſhe ſheds for you. 
45 S 
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till did I hope, and thought you d ſtillbe here: * 
Ve hardly can believe thoſe Things we fear; 4 A 
Wow 'tis toe plain, and, ſpight of Love and you, 
muſt both fear it, and believe it too. 
low oft did I deceive my ſalf, and {wore 
ſaw your Ship ju aftking ta the Shoar? '.* . 
hen curs d thoſe Friends I thought had caus'd your 7: 
Vould you were half ſo innocent as they. 5 i 
ometimes I fear d, by foaming Billows toſt, oo Fo 4 | 
ou might be Shipwreck'd whilſt you ſought the Coalt, -* 
nd griev'd t have injur d whom I thought ſo true, 
begg'd that Pardon I'd refus'd to you. 
hen, cruel Man did Ithe Gods implore . 
o let you live, tho Ine er ſaw you more. 
hen Ia favourable Gale eſpy d, 
e kemes, if he's alive, he comes, I cry'd. 
nd thus my Love till ſought ſome new Pretence, 
nd I grew Eloquent in your Defence. 
et thou avoid'ſt me ſtill, nor do I ſee 43 
hoſePromiſes thou mad'ſt to Heav'n and me. 3 
But thy falſe Vows, alas! were all but Wind, 7 1 
Thy Voves and Wiſhes made the Gale more kind: 
They fill d your Sails, and you were forc'daway,... =" 
By the fame Wiſhes, -which you made to ſtay, 1 
hat have I done, but lov d to an Exceſs? 

ou d got been Guilty had I low d you leſs, 
5 y only Crime is, Loving you too well; 
ut ſure ſome Merit in that Crime does d well. 1 
here's now your Faith ? And where'sthe Love y pu boy 
here are the Gods by whom you fal{lyſwore? "8 WE. . 
here's Hymen too, who join d our tender Teat? 
— A love, and baniſtrd all my Fears. 


— 
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You ſwore by th' ſwelling Billows of the Main, 
Which you oft try d, and yet would truſt again, 
Rather than ſtay with me, tho much more kigd, 
And conſtant too, than are the Seas or Wind, 
Youſwore by the Great Ruler of the Flood, 
The Heay'nly Author of your Royal Blood, 

(It e er a God had any thing to do 

In one ſo falſe and ſo unkind as you) 

You ſwore by Venus, and the fatal Steel, 

Of thoſe proud Darts, which too too much I feel ; 
And by great Juno, whoſe reſiſtleſs Art 

Gave thee my Hand when I had giv'n my Heart, 
Thou ſwor'ſt ſo much, that if each God ſhould be 1) 
Juſt to revenge his injur d ſelf on me, 

Such num'rous Miſchiets on thy Head would fall, _ 
Thou'dſt not have room enough to bear them all, 
DiſtraRedT, as if I'd fear'd your Stay, 

Repair'd your Ships to hurry you away. 

What Hafte you wanted, my curs'd Care ſupply'd, 
Oarsto your Sails, and Current to your Tide. 
Thus was Ifalſely by my {elf betray'd, 

And perifh'dby the Wounds my Hands have made. 
I fooliſhly beliey'd thoſe Oaths you ſwore, 

The Race you boaſted, and the Gods you bore. 
Who could have thought ſuch gentle Words c er hung 
Upon atreacherous, deluding Tongue? 

I aw your Tears, and I believ d them all; 
Can they lye too, and are they taught to fall? 
What needed all that num'rous Perjury? 
One ws enough to her that lov d like me, 
I'm not aſham'd I did your Ships receive, 
And your owa Wants did carefully relieveʒ 
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hoſe Debtsĩ ow d you on a nobler Score; 

ut then, tis true, I ſhould havo done no more. 
11 repent, is that I baſgy ſtrove 

'increaſeyour Welcomeby a Nuptial Love. 
hat Night that uſher'din th' unhappy Day, 
hich did me to your guilty Love betray ; 

wiſh that fatal Night had been my laſt; 

hen I had dy d, but then I had been Chaſt. 
Whop'd you were, cauſe | deſerv d you, True! 
ita Crime to wiſh what is our Due ? 

is ſure no mighty Gloryto deceive 

tender Maid, ſo willing to believe. 

ly Weakneſs does but heighten your Offence. 
ou kindly ſhou d have ſpar d my Innocence. 
ou've gain d a Maid thatlov'd you, and may't be 
q our greateſt Prize, and only Victory. 

ay your proud Statue, rais'd by this Succeſs, 
hame your great Father, cauſe his Crimes were leſs; | 
nd when late Story ſhall of Tyrant: tell, 

d who by Syron, and Procruſtes fell 

he Centaurs Flight, the Thebans Overthrow, 
ho *twas durſt force the diſmal Shades below ; 


hen for your Hanau ſhall at laſt be faid, ; 
ere He, who by a wretched Wile batray'd | 
Loving, Innocent, Believing Maid. 

f all thoſe Acts, we in your Father knew, 
is Treachery alone remains in you. 

[hat only can excuſe the Ila you do, 

ou both Inherit and Admire it too. 

e Ariadus did betray, but he 

Joys a Hwsband mightier fas than He, 


hol 
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But the Scorn'd Thracians my Embraces ſhun, 
Caufe I from them into thy Arms did run. 
Let her, they cry, to learned Greecp be gone, 
We ll find a Monarch to ſupply the Throne. 
5 Thus all we do depends on an ill Fate, 
| Which does for everon th' Unhappy wait ; 
But may that Fate all his beſt Thoughts attend, 
Who judges others Actions by the End. 
For ſhou'dſt thou ever bleſs theſe Seas again, 
They'd praiſe that Love of which they now complain. 
Then would they ſay, What could ſhe better do, 
Both for her ſelf, and for her Kingdom tos? 
But I have err d, and thou'rt foreverfled, 
Forger ſt my Empire, and forget'ſt my Bed, 
Methinks I ſee thee ſtill, Demophoon, 
Thy Sails all hoiſted, ready to be gone. 
When boldly thou did'ſt my ſoft Limbs embrace, 
And writh long Kiſſes dwelt'ft upon my Face; 
Drown'd in my Tears, and in your own you lay, 
4 And curs'd the Winds that haſten'd you away. 
Then parting cry'd (methinks I hear thee ſtill) 
* Phillis TI come, you may be ſure I will. br 
Cual expect that thou'lt cer ſee this Shore, 
Wholeft'ſt it that thou ne er might'ſt ſee me more? 
And yet 1 beg you'd cometoo, that you may 
Beonly Guilty in too longa Stay. 
What do Lask ? Thou, by new Charms poſleſs'd, 
Forget ſt my Kindneſon another Breaſt; 
And, better to compleat the Treachery, 8 
Swear'ſt allthoſe Oaths, which thou haſt broke tome 
Aud haſt {falſe Man) perhaps forg#my Name, by 
 "Andazkſitoo, who Jam, and whence I came? 
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ut that thou better may ſt remember me, VET 
(now, thou ungratetul Man, that I am ſhe, — N 
ho, when thou'dft wander”. all the Ocean o'er, 
arbour'd thy Ships, and welcom'd thee to Shorez 
by Coffers ſtill repleniſh'd from my own, 3 
\nd to that height a Prodigal was grown, * 
gave thee all thou ask dſt, and gave ſo faſt, 5 
gave my ſelt into thy Pow r at laſt 
gave my Scepter and my Crown to Thee, 
\ Weight too heavy to be born by me. 99 
here Hæmus does his ſhady Head diſplay, 

\nd gentle Heber cuts his Sacred Way, 

Bo great's the Empire, and ſo wide the Land, 
Scarce to be govern d by a HMoman s Hand, 

dhe whom Fate would not ſuffer to be Chaſt, 
hoſe Nuptials with a Fun'ral Pomp was grac d 
$hrill Cries diſturb'd us midſt our ſwifteſt Joys, 82 
\nd our drawn Curtains trembled with the Noiſe, 

Then cloſe to thee 1 clung,-all drown'd in Tears, 

\nd ſought my Shelter, where I'd found my Fears, 

nd now while others drown their Care in Sleep, | 
run to th' barren Shore and Rocks, to weep, 1 
ind view with longing Eyes the ſpacious Deep. * 
Day and Night I the ins Courſe ſurvey, 
mpatient'till I find it blows this Way: 

nd when a-far, a coming Sail I view, 

thank my Stars, and I conclude tis you; / 
hen with ſtrange haſte I run my Love to meet; 
or can the flowing Waters ſtop my Feet. 

hen near, I grow more iar tul than before, * 
ſudden Trembling ſeui me all o'er, 

id leaves my Body breathleſs on the Shore. 
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Hard by, where two huge Mountains guard the Way, 
There lyes a fearful, ſolitary Bay; 
Oft I'vereſolv'd, while on this Place I've ſtood, 
To throw myſelf into the raging Flood, 
Wild with Deſpair, and I will do it till, 
Since you continue thus to uſe me ill. 
And when the kinder Waves ſhall waft me o'er, 
May'ſt thou behold my Body on the Shore 
Unburied lye; and though thy Cruelty 
Harder than Stone, or than thy ſelf ſhould be, 
Vet ſhalt thou cry, aſtoniſh'd with the Show, 
- Phillis, I wasnot to be follow'd ſo. 
Raging with Poiſons would I oft expire, 
And quench my own by a much happier Fire. 
Then to revenge the Loſs of allmy Reſt, 
Would ſtab thy Image in my tortur d Breaſt. 
Orbya Knot (more welcome far to me 
Than that, falſe Man, which I have ty'd with thee,) 
Strangle that Neck, where thoſe falſe Arms of thine, 
With treach'rous Kindneſs, us'd fo oft to twine; 
And as becomes a poor unhappy Wife, 
Repair my ruin'd Honour with my Life. 
When we can oncewith our hard Fate comply, 
Tis eaſie then to chuſe the Way to die. 
Then on my Tomb ſhall the proud Cafe be read, 
And thy fad Crime ſtill live, when I am dead: 
Poor Phillis 4 d, by him ſhe lou d oppreſs'd; 
The trueſt Miftreſs, by the ſalſeſt Gueſt. 
He was the cruel Cauſe of all her Moe, 
But her own Hand perform'd cl 
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PHILLIS to DEMOPHOON. 


By Mr. ED. FLOTD. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Demophoon, the Son of Theſeus and Phædra, returning 
from the Trojan Wars, was by adverſe Winds driven on the 
Thracian Shore, where he was royally entertained, and re- 
ceived into familiarity by Phillis, Daughter to Lycurgus 
and Cruſtumena, King and Queen of Thrace : With 
whom, after he had a while remam'd hearing of the Death 
of Mneſtheus (the Depoſer of his Father) he went to take 
Poſſeſſion of his own Realm of Athens, yet with earn 
hy Wy" returning within the Space of one Month, 
But being detain'd paſt the appointed time by the Diſtracti- 
ons his People were under, he gave occaſion to Phillis (im- 
patient of delays) to write him this Epiſtle. | 


Hillis (whoentertain'd thy Love and Thee, 
Faithleſs Demophoon) blames thy Perjury ; 
ow when with Pain we parted didſt thou mourn, 
nd ſeem'd tolive alone for thy Return! + 
ow didſt thou limit my Diſtreſs, and ſwear -- © 
Vithin one Month thy ſpeedy Preſence hereπ ]. 
et now four Moons argweary'd out, and ſẽ “P 
hee ſtill regardleſs of WVows and m. 
iſt thoua tender 4h. know the Pain 
pt abſent Lovers, WH expect in vain, 
L 1 Ca 
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Thou wouldſt not call me haſty, nor upbraid 
Theſe humble Murmurs of a Wite betray'd. 
We're flow in our believing Ills, for I 
Flatter'd my (elf that yet I ſhou'd not die: 
My ſelf I've oft deluded. thought thee kind 
hy Ship returning with a proſp'rous Wind: 

Theſeus I've curſt, and yet unjuſtly him, 

For thou perhaps art Author of thy Crime. 

The dang'rons Shoals of Hebrus made me mourn, 

As fan:ying thee expos d in thy Return. 

Oft for thy Health P've ſought the Gods by Prayer, 

And Incenſe burnt to place thee in their Care. 

Whene'er the Wind ſtood fair, I fancy'd ſtreight 

Thy ſudden Preſence, or thy certain Fate. 

Then have I ſtudy'd Reaſons for thy Stay, 

And urg'd my Wit to favour thy Delay : 

Yetdoſt not thou the Senſcof Vows retain, 

To Gods, and me, made equally in vain. 

Thy ſtricteſt Vows did mix with common Air, 

Nor does thy tardy Fleet the Fault repair. 

Thy Abſence fully does my Crime reprove, 

And ſeems deſign'd to pay ſo cheap a Love. 

My only fault was loving eaſily ; 

And yet that fault claims Gratitude in thee. 

Where's now thy Faith, thy ſuppliant Hands, and where 
The God prophan'd by thy fallacious Pray'r ? 
Where's Hymez now that ſhould our Hearts unite, 
Bleſs and ſecure our conjugal delight ? 

Firſt, by the Sea thou ſwor ſt thy Meaning juſt, 

- TheSea that then thou wert truſt: 

Thou {wor'ſt by thy pretended G e's Name, 
T'be God that does rebellious Stormsreclaim. ap 
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By Venus and by Love's Artillery, 

The Inſtrumentsof mighty Woeste me: 

By Juno, who of Marriage Vows takes care, 
And Ceres, whothe hallow'd Torch does bear : 
Shou'd theſe wrong'dPow'rs be juſt, cou'dſt thou withſtand 
The angry ſtroke of an Almighty Hand ? 

Thy Ships I didrepair, thy Sails improve, 

And ſtrengthen'd the Deſerter of my Love. 

I gave thee Oars as Inſtruments ot ſpeed, 

And ſharpen'd all the Darts by which I bleed. 

Thy Words. thy Kindred Gods. hate er was tcign'd 
With Joy I heard, with Faith J entertain d: : 
View'd with regard thy falſe commanded Tears, 
Thy artful Sorrow, and thy ſeeming Fears. 

Thy Arts of Love to me thou might'ſt have ſpar'd, 
For I was too unhappily prepar' d. 

Nor ſhou'd I grieve to have well treated thee, 
\ndlimited my Hoſpitality, 

But to admit thee looſely to my Breaſt, 

Is Treaſon, fatal to my preſent Reſt. 

Ah! had I dy'd before that Evening came, 

then had dy'd in Peace, ſecure of Fame. 

ielding I hop'd thy Gratitude might move, 

ind ſhewing mine, deſerve thy utmoſt Love. 

But tis inglorious thus to have betray d 

All pitileſs) a frail believing Maid: \ 
Maid thatlov'd thee thou haſt robb'd of Fame, # 
nd may no greater Honour reach thy Name. ? 


NhenScyron and Pr es ſhall be red, 
anis and Minotaure in _ ph led: 
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ear thy great ae, his Trophies grac d; Vt, 
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Thebes quite reduc'd, the Centaurs overcome, 
Hell ſtorm'd, and the black King diſturb'd at home; 
Thy hated Image thus ioſcrib'd ſhall end 
e who betray'd his Miſtreſs and his Friend. 
Of all thy mighty Father has atchievy'd, 
Thou lik'ſt that Ariadne was deceiv'd: 
What he repented, thou doſt ſtill admire, 
And only to his Treachery art Heir: 
(Unenvy'd) ſhe enjoys a nobler Mate, 
And drawn by harneſs'd Tygers, rides in State. 
The Thracians, whom I ſcorn'd, now ſhun my Bed, 
As one by ſtrange polluted hands miſ- led: 
Says one, Let learned Athens be her place, 
Somenobler Hand ſhall govern warlike Thrace. 
The End proves all and may he never hit 
His raſh Preſage, who dares condemn thee yet, 
For ſhou'dſt thou now return, each will conclude 
I ſtudy'd with my own my Country's Good: 
Pve fail'd, alas! Thou noreview doſt make 
Or of my Palace or the Chryſtal Lake. 
My Eyes retain thy graceful Image, when 
With mournful Bows thou bad'ſt me hope again. 
Thou did'ſt embrace me, and with ſuch delay, 
That long-breath'd Kiſſes ſeem'd to mean thy Stay; 
Thou didſt exchange, and mix our Tears, and ſwear 
The Wind was inauſpicious, when 'twas fair; 
When our Divorce thou cou'dfſt no more decline, 
Thou ſaid'ſt, Expect me Phillis, Lam thine : 
Him I expect, who meant to come no more, 
And Ships no more deſign d to touch this Shore: 
Yet ſtill I hope ah! come, tho'paſt thy time, 
That thy Delay may be thy only Crime. 
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Some wanton Maid (perhaps) ſeduces thee, 

and buys thy Love with cheap Diſcourſe of me. 

hou can'ſt not be unmindful who I am, 

onſult thy ſelf tor my neglected Name; 

Phillis, thy conſtant, hoſpitable Friend, 

ho did her Harbour and Aſſiſtance lend: 

ore, Empire, All ſubmitted to thy Will, 

ho gave thee much, and wiſh'd to give thee ſtill; 
Lycurgus' Land ſurrender d to thy Sway, 

d to thy Hand its Scepter did convey, 

s far as Rhodope and Hamus go, 

And the ſoft Streams of ſacred Hebrus flow; 

Thee my laſt Bluſhes bleſt, thy Loves long Toils 

Rewarded with my conquer'd Virgin Spoils. 

The howling Fiends and ominous Birds of Night 

with diſmal Notesperform'd each Nuptial Rite: 

With her curl's Snakes the fierce Alecto came, 

To light our Tapers with infernal Flame, 

On Nocks I walk and o'er the barren Sand, 

Far as my Eyes can reach the ſpacious Strand, 

Look out all Hours to ſee what Wind ſtands fair, 
By Earth's cold damp untir'd, or Heay'n's bleak Air; 

When any diſtant Sail I chance to ſpy, 

I tancy thy looſe Streamers drawing nigh ; 

Launch'd into Sea, the tardy Gales I chide, 

And to meet thee I ſtemth*impetuous Tide; 

When their Approach declareggdy Hopes are vain, 

I fainting crave th' Aſſiſtance of my Train. 

Above the Bay, which the ſpent Billows blocks, 

And forms a Precipice ot pendent Rocks, 

Thence my Deſpair preſented mea Grave, 

And nought but thy return my Life ſhall ſave, 
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May ſome kind Wave to thy own Shore convey, 
And at thy Feet thy floating Phillis lay, 

Thy melting Heart this diſmal ſound will groan, 
In theſe Embraces join'd, we meet too ſoon 
Oft have I thirſted for a pois'nous draught, 

As oft a Death from ſome kind Ponyard fought ; 
Oft round that Neck a filken Twinel caſt, 
Which once thy dear perfidious Arms embrac'd. 
By Death LI heal my preſent Infamy, 

But ſtay to chooſe the ſpeedieſt way to die. 
This {ad ſhort Epitaph ſhall ſpeak my Doom, 
And fix my mournful Story on my Tomb, 

This Monument did falſe Demophoon build, 
With the cold Aſhesof his Miſtreſs fill d; 

He was theCauſe, and hers the Hand that kill'd, 
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Hypermneſtra 20 Linus. 


By Mr. WRIGHT. 


The ARGUMENT, - 


Danaus, King of Argos, had by ſeveral Wives fifty Daugh. 
ters, his Brother Egyptusas m iny Sons. Danaus, re- 
ſing to Marry his Daughters to his Brother's Sons, was at 
laſt compelled by an Army. In Revenge, he Commands: 
his Daughters each to Murther her Husband on the M- 
ding Night : All obey'd but Hypermneſtra, who aſſited: 
her Husban /Linus to eſcape ; for which being afterwards. 
Impriſonedand put in Irons, ſhe writes this Epiſtle, 


* 
bd 


O that dear Brother who alone {ſurvives 
Ot Fitty, late, whoſe Love betray'd their Lives; 
Writes ſhe that ſuffers in her Lord's Defence: 
Unhappy Wife, whoſe Crime's her Innocence! 
or faving him 1 love, Pm Guilty calbd: 
ad I been truly ſo, I'd been extoll'd: 
et me be Guilty ſtill, ſince this they ſay” 

s Guilt, I glory thus to diſobey: 

L orments nor Death ſhall dra me to repent: 
hough againſt me they uſe that Inſtrument 
rom which I ſav d a Husband's dearer Lite, 
ad with one Sword kill Linus in his Wifeʒ 
Cs 
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+ While youin the ſoft Bonds of Sleep lay taſt, 


Yet will Ine ler repent for being true, 
Or bluſh t' have lov'd, That let my Siſters do: 
Such Shame, and ſuch Repentance is their due. 
Pm ſeiz d with Terror, while] but relate, 
And ſhun Remembrance of a Crime l hate! 
The trightful Memory of thatdire Night 
Enervates ſo my Hand I ſcarce can write. 
Howe er l try. With Ceremony gay, 
About the Set of Night, and Riſe ot Day, 
The wicked Siſters were in Triumph led, 
And I among em, to the Nuptial Bed. 
The Marriage Lights, as Fun ral Lamps appear, 
And threatning Omens meet us ev ry where, 
Hymen they call: Hymen neglects their Cries: 
Nay Juno too from her own Argos flies. 
Now come the Bridegrooms, high with Wine, to find 
Something with us, more lov d than Wine, behind. 
Full ot impatient Love, careleſs and brave, 
They ſeize the Bed, not ſeeing there a Grave. 
What follow'd, Shame forbids me to expreſs; . 
But whoſo Ignorant as not to gueſs. 
Now their tir d Senſes they to Sleep commit, 
A Sleep as ſtill as Death; ab, too like it ! 
Twasthen, methought, I heard their Groans thatdy'd; 
Alas! *twas more than Thought! I, terrify'd, 
Lay trembling, cold, and without Power to move 
In that dear Bed, which you had made me love. 


Charm'd with the Joys of Love, then newly paſt: 
Fearing to diſobey, I riſe at laſt. 

Witneſs, ſweet Hcav'ns, bow tender was the Strife, 
Bet vrixt the Name of Daughter and of Wite. 


Thi 
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Thrice o'er your Breaſt, which did ſo lately join 

In ſuch an Eeſtaſie of Love to mine, | 

Irais'd the pointed Steel topierce that Part; 

But ah! th' Attempt ſtrook nearer my own Heart: 

My Soul divided thus; theſe Words, among - 

A thouſand Sighs, fell ſoftly trom my Tongue. 

« Doſt thou not heed a Father's awful Will ? 

«-Doſt thou not fear his Pow'r? On then, and kill. 

How can! kill, hen I conſider who? \ + 

« Can l think Death? againſta Lover too? * „ 

What has my Sex with Blood and Arms to do? 

Fye, thou art now by Love to Shame betray'd; . 

Thy Siſter-Brides by this have all obey d, 

With Shame their Courage and their Duty fee: . 

It not a Daughter, yet a Siſter be. 

No, I will never ſtrike: It one muſt die, 

Linus ſhalllive; and my Death his ſupply. . 

What has he done, or I, what greater Ill? 

For him te die, and I much worſe, to kill? 

Were he as guilty as my Father wou'd 

Preſent him, why mult I be ſtainꝰd with Blood? 

Ponyards and Swords ill with my Sex agree: . 

Sott Looks, and Sighs of Love, our Wcapans be. 

ks 1 lamented thus, the Tears apace - I 

Dropt from my pitying Eyes, on thy lov'd Face. 

Vhi'e you, with kind and am'rous Dreams poſſeſt 

Threw careleſly your dear Arm o'er my Breaſt, , 

There thinking to repeat Joys lately known, - 

'our Hand upon my Sword was almoſt thrown. 
was time to call no longer I torbore, | 

Drrading the Day's approach my Father's more. 


Wake; 
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Wake, Linus, wake, I cry'd; O quickly wake, 
Or ſleep forever here! Th Alarm you take, 
Start up; ask twenty Queſtions in one Breath: 
To all I anſwer thus Delay is Death; 

Fly while 'tisdark, and ſcape eternal Night. 
While it was dark you made a happy Flight: 

I ſtay'd to meet the Terrors of the Light. 

With Day my Father comes, the Dead to view; 
And finds the diſmal Sum one ſhort, by you. 
Enrag'd to ſee his Treachery betray'd, 

By his Command, I'm thus in Fetters laid. 
Isthis Reward due to.my Love from Fate? 

Ah, wretched Flame! Paſſion unfortunate ! 
Since 10 ſuffer'd under unos Rage, 

Nothing that Rivall'd Goddeſs can aſſuage. 

Th' unhappy Miſtreſsof the mighty Fove, 

Chang'd to a Cow, a Form unapt for Love, 

Views in her Father's Streams her Head's Array, 
Sees her own Horns, and frighted, ſtarts away. 

When ſhe'd complain, ſhe lows; and equal Fears 
From her new ſelf ſurpriſe her Eyes and Ears. 
In vain to loſe the frightful Shape ſhe tries. 

For Io follows ſtill, where Jo flies. 

In vain ſhe wanders over Lands and Seas; 

Can ſhe find Cure whoſe ſelt is the Diſeaſe 2 
Sadly ſevere the Changein her appear'd, 

Whoſe Beauty Fove haslov'd and Juno fear d: 
Graſs and the Springs her Food and Drink ſupply :: 

Her only Lodgings the unſheltring Sky. 

What need I urge Antiquity ? my Fate 

Is a freſh Inſtance of the Goddeſs Hate, 
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A double ſtock of Tears by me are ſpilt, 

Both for my Brothers Death, and Siſters Guilt; 

Yet, as if that were ſmall, theſe Chains arrive, 4 

Cauſe I, alone, am guiltleſs, you alive. 2 
But, my dear Lord, it any Thought you have,, | 

Or of the Love, or of the Life I gave: | 

If any Memory with you does laſt, 

Or of the Pleaſures, or the Dangers paſt, 

Now, Linus, now ſome Help to her afford, 

Who wants the Liberty ſhe gave her Lord. 

If Life forſake me ere I you can ſee, 

And Death, before my Linus, ſet me free, 

Yet my unhappy Earth from hence remove, 

And give thoſe Obſequies are due to Love. 

When I'm interr'd I know fome Tears will fall: 

Then let this little Epitaph be all. ö 
Here lies a Love compleat, tho hapleſs Wife, ih 
Vhocatch'd the Death aim'd at her Hucsband 's Liſes A 

Here I muſt reſt my Hand, tho' much remains; 4 


'Tisquitedifabled with the Weight of Chains. i 
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ARTADNE fo THestvs, 
The ARGUMENT. 


Minos, King of Crete, by a harp War compelÞd the Athe. 
nians, (who-had-treacherouſly ſlain his Son Androgeos,) 
to ſend yearly ſeven young Men, and as many Virgins, to 
be devour'd by the Minotaure; a Monſter begotten by « 
Bull upon his Wife Paſiphae, while he was engaged in that 

- I#ar, The Chance at laſt fell upon Theſcus to be ſont a- 
mong thoſe Youths ; who by the Inſtructions of Ariadne 

. eſcaped aut of the Labyrinth, after he had kill'd the Mino- 
taure, and, together with. her, fled to the Iſle of Naxos, 
But, being commanded by Bacchus, he k her, while 

ſheſlept.” When ſhe awak'd, and found her ſelf deſertch 
mY 


ſhe writes this Letter. 


I vage Beaſts more fierce, more to be feac d; 
Expos d by thee, by them I yet am ſpar d! 
Theſe Lines from that unhappy Shore I write, 
Where you for ſook me in your faithleſs Flight, 
And the moſt tender Lover did betray, 
Whilelock'd in Sleep, and in your Arms ſhe lay; 
When Morning Dew on all the Fields did tall, 
And Birds with early Songs for Day did call; 
Then l, halt Qleeping, ſtretch'd me tou/ rds your Place, 
And ſought to preſs you with a new Embrace: * 
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dft ſought to preſs you cloſe, but ſtill in vain; 

y folding Arms came empty back again. H 

tartled, 1 roſe, and found that you were gone, TT 4 

hen on my widow'd Bed fell raging down: 

eit the fond Breaſt, where, ſpight of me, youdwell,, \ i 

nd tore that Hair, which you once lik d fo well. 1 

Wy the Moon's Light I the wide Shore didview, . 

but all was Deſart, and no Sight of you. | 

hen every Way with Love's mad Haſte I fly, 

But ill my Feet with my Deſires comply; 

WW cry they fink in the deep yielding Sands, 
Refuſing to obey ſuch wild Commands. 

Fro all the Shore of Theſes I complain, 


* 
he Hills and Rocks ſend back that Name again: 
Oft they repeat aloud the mournfu] Noiſe, | 
\rd kindly aid a hoarſeand dying Voice. _ 
Tho faint, yet ſtill impatient, next I try =. 
oclimba rough ſteep Mountain which wasnigh: ik \ 


My furious Love unuſual Strength {upply'd :), 
rom thence, caſting my Eyes on every ſide, 
Fr oft the flying Veſſel Eeſpy'd, 

Is your (well'd Sails the wanton Winds did play, 
WT hey court you fince they ſee you falſe as they) 
WW flaw, or fancy'd that] ſaw you there, 

And my chill Veins froze up with cold Deſpair: 
Thus did! languifh, till returning Rage 

In new Extremes did my fir d Soul ingage. 
Thiſeus, 1 cry, perfidious Theſeus ſtay ! 2 
(But you are deaf, deaf as the Winds, or Sea) 
Stay your talſe Flight, and let your Veſſel bear . 
Hence the whole Number which ſhe landed here 


- 
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In loud and doleful Shrieks1 tell the reſt; 
And with freſh Fury wound my hated Breaſt, 
Then all my ſhining Ornaments ] tear, 
And with ſtretch'd Arms wave them in open Air, 
That you might ſee her whom you could not hear. 
But when out of my Sight the Veſſel flew, 
And the Horizon ſhut me from the View; 
From my ſad Eyes, what Floods of Tears did fall? 
(Till then Rage would not let me weep at all.) 
Still let them weep, for loſing ſight of you, 
Tis the whole Buſineſs which they ought todo. 
Like Bacchus raving Prieſts ſometimes I go: 
With ſuch wild Haſte, with Hair diſhevel'd ſo. 
Then on ſome craggy Rock lit ſilent down, | 
As cold, unmov'd, and ſenſeleſs as the Stone. 
To our once happy Bed I often fly; 
No more the Place of mutual Love and Joy,) 
See where my much- ev d Theſeus once was laid, 
And kiſs the Print which. his dear Body made. 
* Here we both lay, I cry, falſe Bed reſtore 
| | My Theſes, kind and faithful as before. 
| I brought him here, here loſt him while I ſlept. 
How well, falſe Bed, you have my Lover kept! 
Alone and helpleſs in this defart Place, 
The ſteps of Man orBeaſt I cannot trace; 
Onev'ry ſide the foaming Billowsbeax, 
But no kind Ship does offer a Retreat. 
And ſhould the Gods ſend me ſome lucky Sail; 
Calm Seas good Pilots, and a proſp'rous Gale; 
Tet then my Native Soil I durſt not ſee, 
But a ſad Exile muſt for ever be. 
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rom all Crete's hundred Cities Jam curſt, 
rom that fam d Iſle where Infant Fove was nurſt. 
rete I betray d for you, and, what's more dear, 
zetray d my Father, who that Crown does wear, 
hen to your Hands the fatal Clew I gave, 
hich thro' the winding Lab'rinthled you ſafe: 
hen how you lov'd, how eagerly imbrac'd! 
ow oft you ſwore, by all your Dangers paſt, 
hat with my Lite your Love ſhouldever laſt? 
h, perjur'd Theſeus, I thy Love ſurvive, 
one ſorlaken and expos'd does live. 
lad you ſlain me, as you my Brother flew, 
ou'd then abſoly'd your ſelf from ev'ry Vow 
ow both my preſent Grief denies me Reſt, 
Ind all, that a wild Fancy can ſuggeſt 


f dreadtul Ils to come, diſtracts my Breaſt. 


Pefore my Eyes a thouſand Deaths appear, 
live, yet ſuſſer all the Deaths l tear. 


Wometimes I think that Lions there do go, 


nd ſcarce dare truſt my Sight, that tis not ſo, 


1 agine that fierce Wolves are howling there, 


nd at th'imagin'd Noiſe ſhrink up with Fear. 


ben think what Monſters from the Sea may riſe, 
r fancy bloody Swords before my Eyes. 


t moſt I dreadto be a Captive mace, 


a fee theſe Hands in ſervile Works employ d, 


nworthy my Extraction from a Line 

n one ſide Roval, and on both Divine: 

nd, (which my ndignation more would move,) 
aworthy her whom Theſeus once did love. 

If tow'rds the Seal look, or tow'rds the Land, 
bjects of Horror ſti'l before me ſtand. : 
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Nor dare I look tow'rds Heav'n, or hope to find 
Aid from thoſe Gods whe chang d my Theſeus Mind. 
If Beaſts alone withinthis Iſland ſay, 
Behold me lefttothem a helpleſs Prey ! 
It Mendwelthere, they muſt be Savage too: 
This Soil, this Heav'n made gentle Theſes ſo. 
Would Athens never had my Brother ſlain, 
Nor for his paid ſo many Lives again. 
® Would thy ſtrong Arm had never giv'n the Wound, 
* Which ſtruck the doubtful Monſter to the Ground: 
# Nor I had giv'n the guiding Thread ta thee, 
> Which, to my own Deſtruction, ſet thee tree. 
"| Let theunknowing World thy Conqueſt praiſe, 
4 It does not Ariadne s Wonder raiſe: 
So hard a Heart, unarm'd, might ſafely ſcorn 
The Strength and Sharpneſs of the Monſter's Horm 
If Flint or Steel could be ſecure of Wound, 
No room for Fear could in that Breaſt be found. 
65 Curſt be the Sleep which ſcal'd theſe Eyes ſo taſt,. 
3 Curſt, that began, it did not ever laſt! 
1 For ever curſt be that officious Wind, 
Which fill'd thy Sails, and in my Ruin join'd! 
Curſt Hand, which me, and which my Brother kill'd! 
(With what M'sfortunes our {ad Houſe t bas fill d!) 
And curſt the Tongue, which with ſoft Wordsbetray d, 
And empty Vows, a poor believing Maid! 
Sleep and the Winds againſt me had combin'd 
In vain, it perjur'd Theſes had not join d. 
Poor Ariadne, thou muſt periſh here, 
Breath out thy Soul in ſtrange and hated Air, 
Nor ſee thy pitying Mother ſhed one Tear: 
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fanta kind Hand which thy fix'd Eyes may cloſe, 

d thy iff Limbs may decently compoſe. 

hy Carcaſs to the Birds muſt be a Prey. 

hus Theſeus all thy Kindneſs does repay ! 

can while to Athens your ſwift Ship does run; 

here tell the wondring Crowd what you have done: 
pw the mixt Prodigy yau did ſubdue; 

ne Beaſt and Man, how with one Stroke you flew. 
ſcribe the Lab'rinth, and how, taught by me, 

du 'ſcap'd from allthoſe perplex'd Mazes free. 

ll, in return, what gen'rous Things you've done: 
ch Gratitude will all your Triumphs crows! 

rung ſure from Rocks, and notof humane Race! 
y Cruelty does thy great Line diſgrace. | 
t couldſt thou ſee, as barb'rous as thou art, 


Wieſe diſmal Looks, ſure they would touch thy Heart. 

u cannot fee, yet think you ſa me now \ 
ad co ſome Rock, as if I there did grow, T 
Wd trembling at the Waves which roll below, 

Wok on my torn and my diſorder'd Hairs, 

ok on my Robe wet through with ſhow'rs of Tears. 
With the cold Blaſts ſee my whole Body ſhakes, 


d my numm'd Hand unequal Letters makes. 
onot urge my hated Merit now, 

t yield, this once, that you do nothing owe. 
either ſav d yous Life, nor ſet you free: 

t therefore muſt you force this Death on me? 


= ſee this wounded Breaſt worn out with Sighs, 


d theſe faint Arms ſtretch'd to the Seas and Skies, 

: theſe few-Hairs yet ſpar'd by Griet and Rage, 

me Pity let theſe flowing Tears engage. 

rn back, and, if I'm dead when youreturn, 

thy my Aſhes in their peaceful Urn, HER- 


With much of Pain, andall the Art I knew, 


Stand off, ſaid I, foul Raviſher take heed, 


Had Troy ſti1 ſtood, had every Grecian Dame 
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By FOHN PULTNEY, Eſq; 


The ARGUMENT. 


Hermione, the Daughter of Menelaus and Helena, va: 
Tyndarus her Grandfather (to whom Menelaus had con 
mitted the Government of his Houſe when he went h 
Troy) contracted to Oreſtes. Her Father Menclaus u 
knowing thereof, had betroth'd her to Pyrrhus, the Sond 
Achilles, who, returning from the Trojan Wars, fil 

her away. Whereupon ſhe writes ta Oreſtes at follow. 


＋ HIS, dear Oreftes, this, with Health to you, 
From her that was your Wife and Couſin too; 
Your Coufin ſtill, but oh! that dearer Name 
Of Wife, another now does falſely claim. 
What Woman can, I have already done, 
YetI'm confin'dby rough Achilles Son. 


I ſtrove to ſhun him, yetall would not do. 


My injur'd Husband will revenge this Deed; 
Yet he, more deaf than angry Tempeſts are, 
To his loath'd Thamber drag d me by the Hair. 


Become a Prey to th haughty Victor's Flame, 
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hat could I more have ſuffer'd than I do? 
r more than poor Andromache e er knew. 
t oh, my Dear! if, as I have for thee, 

hou haſt a tender Care, or Thought for me, 

pme bravely on, and as robb d Tygers bold, 

etch me halt Murther'd from the Monſter's hold. 

Wn you purſue each petty Robber's Life? 

Wd yet thus tamely loſea raviſh'd Wife? 

ink how my Father Menelaus rag'd 

his loſt Quoen, think what a War he wag d, 
hen pow'rtul Greece was in his Cauſe engag d. 

he ſat quietly, and nothing try d, 

once ſhe was, ſhe'd ſtill been Pari, Bride. 

epare noFleet, you will no Forces need, 

Hou, and only you, I would be freed. 

dt but wrong d Marriage is a Cauſe alone 

ficient tor th ingaging World to own. 

rung from the Royal Pelopean Line, 
Wu are no leſs by Blood than Marriage mine. 
eſe double Ties a double Love perſuade, 

d each ſufficient to deſerve your Aid. 

d your Arms was by my Guardian giv'n, 

e only Bliſs I would have begg'd from Heay'n, 
that unknown, (O my unhappy Fate!) 
Father gave me to the Man I hate. 

were thoſe Infant Vows to you I made, 

this laſt Act has all thoſe Vows betray d. 
d well he knows what tis to be in Love; 
w can he then my Paſſion diſapprove ? 

e Love himſelf has felt, he will, nay muſt, 
dw this Paſſion in his Daughter juſt, 
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My Fate reſembles my wrong d Father's Caſe, | 
And Pyrrhus is that Thief that Paris was. 

Let my proud Goaler the brave Deeds run o'er, 

Count all the Laurels his great Parents wore, 

What &er his cou'd, yours greater did, and more. 

Let him claim Kindred with ſome God above, 

| Youare deſcended from the mighty Fove. 

Brave as you are, I wiſh 'twere underſtood 

By ſomething elſe, than by Ægiſthu Blood 

Yet you are Innocent, Fate drew the Sword, 

And a religious Duty gave the Word. 

With this the Tyrant does my Lord diſgrace, 

And what's ſtill worſe, dares do it to my Face: 

Whilſt burſt with Envy, T am fore d to be 

Rackt, and tormented with his Blaſphem a 

Shall my Oreſtesbe abus d, and I 

As onethat's unconcern'd fit careleſsby ? 

No, though diſabled, and of Arms bereft, 

Yetasa Woman I haveone way left, 

Tears I can ſhed, ſuch as will yield Relief 

To my fick Mind, choak'd with exceſsof Grief; 

For when thebig-charg'd Storm hath loſt its Pow'r, 
It fighsit ſelf into a ſilent Show'r, 

This I can do, whilſt by each other preſt, 

The dewy Pearls run trickling o er my Breaft, 

But hew ſhou'd I this fatal Woe eſcape / 

All our whole Race was ſubject to a Rape: 

I need not tell, how, in ſoft Feathers dreſt, 

The wanton God his fofter Nymph poſſeſt; 

How thro the Deep in unknown Ships convey'd 

Hippodame was from her Friends betray'd; 
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ow the fair Tyndaris, by Force detain d, 
dy th' Amyclean Brethren was regain d. 
owafterwardsby allthe Grecian Pow'r 
he was brought back from the Id aan Shore. 


| a ſcarce remember that ſad Day, and yet, 


oung as I was, I do remember it. 


. Brothers wept, her Siſter, toremove 


er Fears, call'd on the Gods, and her own Fove, 
others ſaid I, in a weak mournful Tone, 


b All you be gone, and leave me here alone? 


hen you are gone, why ſbou d I ſtay behind? 


dis 1 ſpoke, but ſpoke it to the Wind, 


ow like the reſt of my curſt Pedigree, 


q y this loath'd Wretch I am detain'd trom thee. 


he brave Achilles wou d have blam'd his Son, 

or, had he liv d, would this have e er been done. 

ene er had thought it lawful to divide 

WO hoſe two, whom Marriage had ſo firmly ty'd, 
Vhat is't, ye Gods, that thus prevokes your Hate, 

Pr what curs'd Star rules my unhappy Fate? 

Why am I plagu'd by your injurious Pow'r, 

Mobb'd of my Parents in a tender Hour? 


We to the War, ſhe with her Lover fled, 


hough living both, yet both to me were dead. 

o babling Words, half fram'duponthy Tongue 
ull'd me to ſoft Repoſe when I was young. 

our tender Neck was ne er imbrac'd by me, 

(or fat I ever ſmiling on your knee; 

ou never tended me, nor was 1 led 

y thee (dear Mother) to my Marriage-Bed. 

t your Return, 1ſaw, but knew you not; 
dſuremy Mother's Face] had forgot. 


47 


48 _ Oviy's EPISTLES. 


Igaz d, and gaz d, but knew no Feature there, 
Yet thought'twas you, cauſe ſodivinely Fair. 
Such was our Ignorance, even you, alas! 
Ask your own Daughter, where your Daughter was, 
Thou, my Oreſtes, wert my ſole Delight, 
Vet thee too I muſt loſe, unleſs you fight. 
Pyrrhus withholds me trom thy Arms, that's all 
Hermione has gain'd by Ilium's Fall. 
Soon as the early Harbinger ot Day 
Gilds the glad Orb with his reſplendent Ray; 
My Griet's made gentler by th' approaching Light, 
And ſome Pain ſeems to vaniſh with the Night; 
And when a Darknelso'erthe Earth is ſpread, 
And I return all penſive to my Bed, 
Tears from my Eyes, as Streams from Fountains flow, 
I ſhun this Husband, as I'd ſhun a Foe. 
Oft grown unmindful through diſtractive Cares, 
I've ſtretch d my Arms, and touch'd him unawares ; 
Strait then I check the wandring Senſe, and fly 


To the Bed's utmoſt Limits, yet I lye 

Reſtleſs even there, and think I'm ſtill too nigh, 

Oft I for Pyrrhus have Oreſtes ſaid, 

Butbleſt the Error which my Tongue had made. 
Now by that Royal God, whoſe Frown can make 
The Vaſſal Globe of his Creation ſhake, 

Th' Almighty Sire of our unhappy Race, 

And by the ſacred Urn that does imbrace 

Thy Father's Duſt, whoſe once loud Blood may boaſt 
Thou in Repoſe haſt laid his fleeping Ghoſt: 

Plleither live mydear Oreftes” Wife. | 
Or tountimelyFate reſign my Life, 
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By Mr. TATE. 


be AR G uE Nr. 


ander accuſtow'd nighth to fwim over the Helleſyor 


vir Hero (Priefteſs of V Temple). bei 
Fay by 25 wen) — x — * her 2 7 
lowing Epiſtle. 


) Eceive this Letter from Leander, i ä 
With Service which he rather would have brought. 
I with a Smile, —and yet, if thou would ſt crown 
y wiſer Wiſhes, read them with a Frown. | 
t Anger trom thy Kindneſs will proceed, 
uſe of Leander thou canſt only read, 
de Seas rage high, and ſcarce could we prevail 
ith the moſt daring Mariner to fail. - _ 
abark'd at laſt, and ſeulking in the Hold, 
Stealth is to my jealous Parents told, 
much too tim'rousthey, as I too bold. 
it, fince Writing was my ſole Relief, 
o er the dewy Sheets thus breath d wy Get. 
Rt Letter, go, my tend reſt Thoughts conveys... 
her warm Lip thy Signets ſhe will lay, 
d with a Kis diſſolve thy Seals wa. 
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Sev ntedious Nights guiltleſs of Sleep I've ſtood; 
Sigh'd with the Winds, and murmur d with the Flood; 
Then climbing th utmoſt Cliſts her Coaſt to view, 
My Tears, like Glaſſes, th Object nearer drew: 
By th' adverſe Winds and Waves detain'd on ſhore, 
My Thoughts run all our former Pleafures o'er, 
And in ſoft Scenes of Fancy re-injoy 
The Bliſs that did our Infant Loves imploy. 
*Twas Night (a Curſe an the Impert nent Light 
That pry'd and marr'dthe Pleaſures of that Night) 
When firſt I ſwam the Ford; while Gyyehia's Beams 
Look'd pale, and trembled for mein the Streams. 
_ Mydrooping Arms, in hopes they ſhall at length 
Imbracethy Neck, feel freſh Supplies of Strength, 
The wond'ring Waves to their new Fury yield, 
Not Tritons faſter plow the liquid Field. 

Soon on the Temple's Spire your Torch 1 ſpy d, 
Fix d like a Star my wat ' ry Courſe to guide; 
Which, Planet like, ſhoots Vigour through my Veins; | 


The Warmth of my Immortal Love ſuſtains, 
In the cold Flood, Life's periſhing Remains. 

But now the gentleſt Star that bleſt my Way, 
Your bright {elf on the Turret I ſurvey, _ 
Then with redoubled Strokes the Waves divide, 
And by my Heroam at laſt deſcry'd: 

Scarce could your careful Confident reſtrain, 

But you would plunge, and meet me in the Main; 
And made ſo far your kind Endeavours good, 
That Ankle-deep on the Ford's Brink you ſtood ; 
And ſeem d the new-ris'n Venus of the Flood. 
The Shore now gain d, to your dear Arms flew, 
Al dropping as I was withbriny Dey; 
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or prov d for that a more unwelcome Gueſt; 
our warm Lip to my bloodleſs Cheek you preſt, 
or felt my Locks diſtilling on your Breaſt, 
our haſty Robes are o'er my Shoulders thrown, 
o ſhroud my ſhiv ring Limbs, you ſtript your own: 
orgetting how your too officious Care, 
eft thee (my tend'reſt Part) expos d to Air. 
he Night and we are conſcious to the reſt; 
delights that ought not, cannot be expreſt: 
e knew ſhort Space was to our Pleaſures ſet, 
nd therefore lov d notat the common rate; 
ut th utmoſt Fury of our Flames imploꝝ d. "MN 
he Minutes flew leſs faſt than we enjoy d. 
ith ſuchdiſpatch that Night's dear Joys we wiought, 
orecolle& would make an Age of Thought, 
tlength the ſickning Stars began t' expire, 
nd I with them am ſummon d to retire, 
onfus dly then we our Love - Task diſpatcht, 
en thouſand Kiſſes in a Minute ſnatcht. 
our Woman chid that I ſo long delay d, 
ou preſt me cloſe, therask'd me why I ſtaid. 
y Stay you firſt reprov d, and then my Haſte, 
or cry'd Farewel, till you had claſp'd me faſt. 
ay broke ere we our Am'rous Strite could end; 
hen ſighing I to the cold Beach deſcend. 
uſt me, the Seas from your dear Coaſts { p. 
d all the Way methinks I climb the Deep. 
Wt whenrevifiting your Shores, I ſeem 
ſcending till, and rather fall than ſwim, 
eth my Native Soil, and only prize 
Wat Region where my Loveꝰs dear Treaſure hes. 
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Why is net Seſtos to Alydus join dꝰ 

Since we united are in Heart and Mind. 

The ſame our Hopes, our Fears, and our Deſires, 
Love is our Life, and one Love both inſpires. 

But ah! what Mis'ries on that Love attend, 


Whoſe Joys on hum'rous Seas and Winds 2 ? 


I by their Quarrel loſe, torc'd todelay 


My . tillthey end the Fray. 


t the Gulph, the Dolphins gar d, 

The Sea Nymphs fled, the Tritons were amaz d. 
But now no more I ſcem a Prodigy, 

But paſs for an Inhabitant o th Sea. 

And fince my Paſlage is by Storms withſtood, 
I'm nightly miſs'd by th' Brothers of the Flood, 
Oft have curſt the tedious Way, but oh 

I wiſhin vain that tedious Paſſage now. ? 
Yield me again, kind Floods, my tireſome Way, 
*T'was never half ſo tixeſomeas my Stay. 

Muſt then my Halcyon Love all Winter ſleep, 
And ne er launch forth into a troubled Deep? 
Muſt I deſiſt my Homage to perform, 

And ſculk at home for ev ry pee viſn Storm? 

If thus the Summer Guſts detain my Cour ſe, 
How ſhall I through the Winter Surges force? 
Abſence ev n then I ſhall not long ſuſtain, 
But boldly plunge into the raging Main ; 
And if the ſwelling Floodsnot ſoon aſſwage, 
Ill make my Boaſting good, and dare their Rage. 
My vent'rous'Scape ſhall in your Arms be bleſt, 
Or if I'm loſt, my Anxious Love find reſt, 

The Waves at leaſt will do my Corps the grace 

To waftitto my wonted landing Place: 
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Or it its own accord the am'rous Clay 

Will thither float, nor loſe ſo known a Way ! 

| gueſs your Kindneſs will ev n then perform 

Tothe cold Trunk, what you were wont when warm; 
Your ſelf diſmantling, you will ſhroud me o'er, 

And grieve to find your Boſom's Warmth no more 5 
Have Pow r, my vital Spirits to reſtore. 

It this fad Fancy diſcompoſe thy Breaſt, ww 
Think 'twas but Fancy, and reſume thy g(t. 

lavoke the wat'ry Powers, (thy Pray rear Charms) 

T aſſwage the Storm, and yield me to thy Arms, 

But whento your dear Manſion I arrive, 


Looſe er ry Wind, and let the Tempeſt drive. 
Twill give my Stay Pretence, nor can you chide 
Whilſt Thunder p'cads ſo loudly on my ſide, 

Till then permit this Letter to ſupply 

The Author's Place, and in thy Boſom lye. 


Lodg'd in thy Breaſt, my Paſſton*ewillimpart, 
And whiſper its ſoft Meſſage to thy Heart. 


H E R O's: Afwer 


WT ſuch Delight1 read your Letter o'er, 
Your Preſence only could have giy'n me more. 
Excuſe my Paſhon, if-it ſoar above 
Tour Thought; no Man can judge of Woman's Love. 
With Bus neſs you, or Pleaſures, may ſuſtain 

The Pangs of Abſence, and divert the Pain. 

The Hills, the Vales, the Woods, and Stream: are ſtor d 
With Game, and Profit with Delight afford. 

Whilſt Gins for Beaſts, and Snares for Fovyl you ſer, 
You ſmile, and your own am'rousChains forget. 
Ten thouſand Helps beſides affect your Cure, 
Whilt Woman's ſole Relief is to endure, 

Or with my Confident I hold Diſeburſe, 
Debating what ſhould interrupt your Cour ſe: 
Or viewing from alott the troubled Tide, 
Mix in the Fray, and with the Tempeſt chide, 
Or in the Storm's leaſt Interval ſuſpect 
Your ſtay, andalmoſt chargeyou with Neglect. 
I ſeek your Footſteps on the Sands in vain, 

The Sands no more confeſs thee than the Main, 
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I watch th arriving Bar ks, and never fail 
T inquire of you, and write by ev'ry Sail. 
still as the ſetting Sun reſtores the Night, 

(The Night to me more welcome than the Light,. 
I fix my flaming Torch to guide my Love, 
Nor ſhinesthere any friendlier Star above. 
Then with my Work or Book the Time I cheat, 
And *midſt the Task Leznder's Name repeat. 

wedded Thoughts no other Theme purſue, 
a a hundred things but all of you. 
What think'ſ thou, Nurſe, does my Leander come A” 
Or waits he till his Parents ſleep at home? | 
For he is fore d to ſteal his Paſſage there, * 
As nightly we by ſtealth admit him here; : 
Fhink'ſt thouthat now he ſtrips him in the Bay, 
Or isalrcady plung'd, and on his Way ? 
Whilſt ſhe, poor Soul, with tedious Watching ſpent, 
Makes halt Replies, and Nodding gives Aﬀent.... 
Yet cannot I the ſmalleſt Paufe allow; 
But cry, He islanch'd forth for certain now; 
Thenev'ry Moment thro' the Window peep 5 
With greedy Eyes examineall the Deep ; 
And whiſper to the Floods a tender Pray'r 
In your behalf, asif I ſpy'd you there. 
Or tobeguile my Griefs'my Ear incline, 
Andtake each gentle Breeze's Voice for thine: 
Atlaſt; ſurpris d with Sleep, in Dreams I gain 
That Bliſs for which I wak'd ſo long in vain. 
To ſhroud you then my Shoulders I diveſt, 1 
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And claſp you ſhiv'ring, to my warmer Breaſt ; 
ALover need not be inform'd the reſt. 
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Theſe Pleaſures oft my lumb'ring Thoughts imploy, 


Why did you then my longing Hopes delay ? 
Why diſappoint me with a totalStay ? 


And in bleſt Ignorance permit me ſleep. 
Not that I am intorm'd y are chang d at all, 


But leſs I dread the Floods than ſome new Flame, 


The glad Conjecture true the Day will break, 
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But till th' are Dreams, and yield no ſolid Joy. 
Tho' ne er fo lively the Fruition be, 

To fill my Bliſs I muſt have very thee. 

At preſent, I confeſs, the Seas are rough, 

But were laſt Night compos d, and calm enough 


WhenWigher, you have oft ingag d the Main; 
If it be Fear, that friendly Fear retain, 

Nor viſit me till you ſecurely may; 

Your Danger would afflict me more than Stay, 
Dread ev'ry Guſt that blows, but oh! my Mind 
Miſgives, leſt you prove various as that Wind, 
If e er you change, your Error ſecret keep, 


your Fear that makes my Wiſhes vain ? | 
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But abſent Lovers fear whate'er may fall. 
Detain'd by th Floods, your Stay I will not blame; 


Be huſht ye Winds, ye raging Billows ſleep, 

And yield my Love ſafe Paſſage thro' the Deep. 

Bleft Sign, the Taper ſparkles whilſt I pray, 

A Gueſt i' th' Flame! Leander's on his Way! 

Our Houſhold Altar yields propitious Signs, . 
From which my Nurſe your ſwift Approach divines: 
The Crickets too of your Arrival warn, 

And fay our Number ſhall increaſe ere Morn, |, 
Come, gentle Youth, and with thy Preſence make 
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And marr our Bliſs; prevent the haſt ning Morn ; 
To me and Love's forſaken joys return. 

My Bed without thee will afford no Reſt, 

There is no Pillow like Leander's Breaſt. 

Doſtthou ſuſpect the Time will be too ſhort? 

Or want'ſt thou Strength th Adventure to ſupport? 
If this detain thee, Oh! no longer ſtay, 

IA plunge and meet thee in the Flood half way. 

Thus in the verdant Waves our Flames ſhall meet, 
And Danger make the ſoft Embrace more ſweet, 
Our Love's our own, hich yet we take by Stealth. 
Like Midnight Miſers from their hidden Wealth. 

'T wixt Decenc; and Love unhappy made; 

Whilſt Fame forbids whit our Deſires perſuade. . 
How art thou nightly ſnatch'd from meaway, 

To dare the Flood, when Sailors keep the Bay? 

Yet be advis d, thou Conqu ror of the Tide, 

Nor in thy youthful Strength ſo much confide, 
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Think not thine Arms can more than Oars prevail 3 


Nor dare to ſwim, when Pilots fear to ſail. 
With much Regret I cautiouſly perſuade, 
Andalmoſt wiſh my Counſel diſobey d. 

Yet when to the rough Main my Eyes turn. 
MethinksI never can enough forewarn: 

Nor does my laſt Night's Viſion leſsaffright,, 
(Tho' expiated with many a ſacred Rite,), 
Aſporting Dolphin, whilſtthe Flood retir'd, 
Lay hid i' th' Ooze, and on the Beach expir d. 
Whate'erthe Dream portend, as yet reſide 

la the ſafe Port, nor truſt th inconſtant Tide. 
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The Storm (too fierce to lait) will ſoon decay, 
Then with redoubled Speed redeem your Stay. 

Till then theſe Sheets ſome Pleaſure may impart ;. 
They bring what moſt you prize, your Hero's Heart. 
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Laodamia 70 Proteſilaus. 
By TH O. FLATMAN, Eſq; 


The ARGUMEN x. 


Proteſilaus, lying Wi 14. bone at Aulis, in the Grecian Flecr; 
deſign d for the Trojan War, his Wife Laodamia uy this 
following Epiſtle to Him. 
£1 
| © to the gentle Min of War, ds | X 
What Laodamia ſends, the Gods convey. 
The Wind that ſtill in Aulis holds my Dear, 
Why was it not ſo croſs to keep him here : * 
Let the Wind raiſe an Hurricane at Sea, 
Were he but ſafe and warm aſhore with me: 
Ten thouſand Kiſſes I had more to give him, 
Ten thouſand Cautions, and ſoft Words to leave him; 
In haſte he left me, ſummon'd by the Wind | 
(The Wind to barbarous Mariners only kind.). 
The Seaman's Plealure is the Lover's Pain, 
(Proteſilaus is from my Boſom ta'en!) 
As from my faultring Tongue half Speeches fell, 
(Scarce could I ſpeak that wounding Word, * 
A merry Gade (at Sea they call it ſo) | 
Fil'dev'ry Sail with Joy, my Breaſt with Wo; 
here went my dexr Proteſi laus 5 
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O VID EP1STLES, 


While I could ſeethee, full of eager Pain, 


My greedy Eyes epicuriz d on thine. 

When thee no more, but thy ſpread Sails I view, 
Tlook'd, and look d, till I had loſt them too; 
But when nor thee, nor them I could deſcry, 
And all was Sea that came within my Eye. 
They ſay, (tor I have quite forgot) they ſay 

I trait grew pale, and fainted quite away; 
Compaſſionate Iphiclus, and the good old Man, 
My Mother too, to my Aſſiſtance ran; 

In haſte, cold Water on my Face the threw, 
And brought me to. my ſelf vy th much ado; 
They meant it well, to me it ſeem d not ſo, 
Much kinder had they been to let me go; 

My Anguiſn with. my Soul together came, 

And in my Heart burſt out the former Flame: 


Since which, my uncomb'd Locks unheeded flow 


Undreft, forlorn, I care not how I go; 
Infſpir'd with Wine, thus Bacchus frolic k Rout: 
Stagger'd of old, and ſtraggled all about. 

Put on, Put on, the happy Ladies fay, 

Thy Royal Robes, fair Laodamia, 

Alas! before Troy's Walls my Dear does lye. 
What Pleaſure can I take in Tyriau Dye? 
Shall.Curlsadorn my Head, an Helmet thine?” 
I in bright Tiſſues, thou in Armour ſhine #: 
Rather with ſtudied Negligence I'll be 

As ill. i not diſguiſed worſe than thee, 


O Paris! rais d by Ruins! may'ſt thou prove 


As fatal in thy War, as in thy Love! 
O that the Grecian Dame had been leſs fair, 


Or thouleſs lovely hadſt appear d ta herd: 


———— 
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O Menelans timely ceaſe to ſtrive ; 

With how much Blood wilt thou thy Loſs retrieve 2 

From me, ye Gods, avert your heavy doom, 

And bring my Dear, laden with Laurels home. 

But my Heart fails me, when I think of War; 

- Theſad Reflections coſt me many a Tear: 

I tremble when I hear the vet: Name 

Cf ev'ry Place where thou ſhalt fight for Fame. 

Beſides th' adventurous Raviſher well knew 3 

The ſafeſt Arts his Villany to purſue; 5 

In noble Dreſs he did her Heart ſurprize, 

With Gold he dazzled her unguarded Eyes, 

He back d his Rape with Ships and armed Men, 

Thus ſtormꝭ d, thus took the beauteous Fortreſs in. 

Againſt the Power of Love, and Force ot Arms, 

There's no Security in the brighteſt Charms. 
Hector I fear, much do I Hector fear, 

A Man (they ſay) experienc'd in War, 

My Dear, if thou haſt any Love for me, | 

Of that ſame Hector pr'ythee mindful be,. 

Fly. him be ſure, and every other Foe, 

Leaſteach of them ſhould prove an Hector too 

Remember, when for Fight thou ſhalr prepare, ; 

Thy Laodamia charg'dthee, have acare, J 

For what Wounds thou receiy'ſt, are given to. her. | 

If by thy Valour Troymuſtruin'd be, 

May not the Ruin leave one Scar an theez Wh 9 

Sharer in th* Honour, from the Danger free X 

Let Menelaus fight, and force his Way _ 

Through the falſe Ræviſher s Troops to his Helena 

Great by his Vict ry, as his Cauſe is good. 

May. he ſmim to her in his Enemies Blood, 
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Thy Caſe is different May ſt thou live to ſee 
(Deareſt) no other Combatant but me! 

Legen rous Trojans, turn your Swords away 
From his dear Breaſt, find out a nobler Prey: 
Why ſhould you harmleſs Laodamia ſlay? 

My poor good-natur'd Man did never know 
What tis to fight, or how to face a Foe ; 

Yet in Love's Field what Wonders can he do! 
Great is his Proweſs, and his Fortune too; 

' Letthem go fight, who know not how to woo. 

Now I muſt own, Ifear'd to let thee go: 

My trembling Lips hadalmoſt told thee fo, 
When from thy Father's Houſe thou didſt withdraw; 
Thy fatal Stumble at the Door I law, 

Ifawit, figh'd, and pray d the Sign might be 

Of thy Return a happy Prophecy! 

I cannot but acquaint thee with my Fear, 

Be not too brave. Remember, Have a care, 

And all my Dreads will vaniſh into Air. 

Among the Greciaus ſomeone muſt be found 

That firſt ſhall ſet his Foot on Trojan Ground; 

- Unhappy ſhethat ſhall his Loſs bewail, 

Grant, O ye Gods, thy Courage then may fail. 

Of all the Ships, be thine the very laſt, 

Thou the laſt Man that lands; there needs no haſte 
To meet a potent anda treach rous Foe; 
Thou It land, I tear, too ſoon, tho ne er ſo low; 
At thy Return ply ey'ry Sail and Oar, 

And nimbly leap on thy deſerted Shoar. 

All the Day long, and all the lonely Night, 

Black Thoughts of thee my anxious Soul affright-: 
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Darkneſs, to other Womens Pleaſures kind, 
Augments, like Hell, the Torments of my Mind; 
T court een Dreams, on my forſaken Bed, 

Falſe Joys mult ſerve, finceall my true are fled. 
What's that ſame airy Phantom ſo like thee ? 

What Wailings do I hear, what Paleneſs ſee? 

I wake, and hug my ſelf, tis but a Dream 
The Grecian Altars know I feed their Flame; 

The want of hallow'd Wine my Tears {upply,. 
Which make the ſacred Fire burn bright and high... 
When ſhall I claſp thee in theſe Arms of mine, 
Theſe longing Arms, and ye diſſolv d in thine ? 
When ſhall I have thee by thy ſelt alone, 

Tolearn the wond'rous Actions thou haſt done ? 
Which when in rapt'rous Words thau haft begun, 
With many and many a Kiſs, pr'ytheetell on; 
Such Interruptions graceful Pauſes are, 

A Kiſs inStory's but an Halt in War, 

But when I think of Trey, of Winds, and Waves 
Ifear the pleaſant Dream my Hope deceives: 
Contrary Winds in Port detain thee too, | 

In ſpiteof Wind and Tide why wouldſt thougo?: 
Thus to thy Country thou wouldſt hardly come, 

In ſpite of Wind and Tide thou went'ſt from home. 
To his own City Neptune ſtops the Way, 

Revere the Omen, and the Godsobey, 

Return, yefurious Grecians, homeward fly ;, 
Your Stay is not of Chance, but Deſtiny : 

How can your Arms expect deſir d Succelſs,, 

That thus contend for an Alultereſi i 

But, let not me foreſpeak you, no. ſet Sail, 
lud Heayn befriend you with a proſp rous Gale] 
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Ye Trojans! with Regret methinks I ſee 
Your firſt Encounter with your Enemy; 
I ſee fair Helen put on all her Charms, 
To buckle on her luſty Bridegroom's Arms; 
She gives him Arms, and Kiſſes ſhe receives. 
¶ Thate the Tranſports each to other gives) | 
She leads him forth, and ſhe commands him come 
Satcly victorious, andtriumphant home ; 
And he (no doubt) will make no nice delay, 
But diligently do whate er ſhe ay... 
Now he returns; ſee with what amour d Speed 
She takes the pond'rous Helmet from his Head, 
And courts the weary Champion to her Bed. 

We Women, t co too credulous alas ! 

Think what we fear will ſurely come to paſs. 
Yet, whilebefore the Leaguer thou doſtlye 


Thy Picture is ſome Pleaſure to my Eye; 


That I careſs in Words moſt kind and free, 

And lodge it on my Breaft, as I would thee; 
There muſt be ſomething in it more than 5 
*T'were very thee, could it thy Mind impart;. 

1 kiſs the pretty Idol, and complain, 

As if (like thee) twould anſwer me again, 

By thy Return, by thy dear Self, I ſwear, 

By our Loves Vows, which moſt Religious are, 


By thy beloved Head, and thoſe gray Hairs 
Which Time mayon it ſnow, in future Years, 
come, where-certhyFatc ſhall bid me go, 


Eternal Partner ot thy Weal and Wo, 
So thou but live, tho all the Godsfay No, 
Farewell. but pr ythee verj fureful be 


Qt thy beloved Self (1 Og me, 
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By Me: FOHN COOPER. . 


-The ARGUMENT, 5 2 — 
Hecuba, being with Child of Paris, dream d ſhe __ 
4 Firebrand: Priam, conſulting the Prophets, was a. 
Z er d. the Child ſhould be the Canſt o the T 
Troy; — Priam commanded j 
10 wild Beaſts as ſoon as born, 11 
ſecretly ta Mount Ida, there to be faſter i by the Shepherds, 
where be fall: in Love with the Nympb OEnone, but at 
length bet —_— he "alle Fats Greece, and 
carries Helen to Troy hearing, writes 
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Only OEnone here does of her S w]wamin 
if he will let here him bers) complaim 
What God bas robin me of your Love and oy" 
Or fram what Crime of mine proceeds my Woe ® - Woes 


Tho' now a Prince, e 
When a fam'd Nymph, I ſtoop'd to ere, 
A Slave bu was (forgive what I have ſaid) 1] 
gg * ILtook * 4 25 


Misfortunes, when deſerv d. we may endure, A + 
But when unjuſtly born, can ſind nd Cure. CRIES. 
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Often, amidſt-your-Flocks, beneath ſome Shade, 
On Leaves and Flow'rs we am'rouſly were laid. 
As oft, upon the Stra our Joys weprov'd 

In ſome low Shed from Winter Storms remov'd. 
When you roſe up to hunt, I ſhew'd you Game, 
Surpris'd the Infant Savage and his Dam : | 
Companion of your Sports, the Toils did place, 


And chear'd the ſwift-pac'd Hounds upon the Chace! 


Upon the Trees your Sickle carv'd my Name, 
And ey'ry Beach isconſciousof your Flame. 
WellI remember that tall Poplar Tree, 

Its Trunk is fil'd, and with Records of me.) 
Which, may it live! on the Brook's Margin ſet, 
Has on its knotty Bark theſe Verſes writ: 

When Paris lives not to OEnone true, 

Back Tanthus' Streams ſhallto their Fountains flow. 


Turn! turn ye Streams! and Xanthus backwards go: 
The faithleſs Paris has forgot his Vow. 


Calm was our Love, bleſt with delightful Eaſe, 
Till a black Storm o'ercaſt my former Peace, 
When the three Heav'nly Beauties bleſt thine Het, 
Deſign d thee Umpire to beſtow the Prize. | 
As from your Mouth thefatal Story eame, 


- Aſwift cold Trembling ſhot thro'allmy.Frame:!. 
To ancient Sages my juſt Doubts I bear, 


And all conclude ſome dreadful Miſchief near. 
Now the tall Pines into ſtrong Barks you ſhape, 

Which ſweep the Surface of the yielding Deep. 

From your ſwoln Eyes the Tears at Parting crept, 


Deny it not, nor be aſham'd-you wept: 


(Your Love was then no Injury to your Fame, 


Lou daily burn in a more ſhameful Flame.) 


You 
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You wept, and on my Eyes you gazing ſtoc d, 
Whoſe falling Tears increas d the briny Flood. 
About my Neck your wreathing Arms you Aung; 
Cloſer than Vine to their lov'd Elms you clung, 
When for your Stay you did the Tempeſts blame, 
How oft they laugh'd who knew the Ocean calm; 
Midſt thouſand Kiſſes, when you bid Farewel, 
Scarce could your Tongue the fatal Meſſage tell. 
You areembarqu'd: Againſt your Gally's Side 

The plying Oars beat up the foaming Tide: 
'Tillburry'd from my Sight, your Ships I view, 
Then my ſalt Tears the parched Sands bedew: . 
Soon, ye Sea Gods, again ſoon may he come, 

(I fondly pray d, but tomy Ruin ſoon. / | 
The Gods my Wiſhes do ſucceſsful make, 

But all, alas! for that curſt Strumpet's ſake, . 
My Pray'rs into another's Arms have brought you back. 
A vaſt high Rock there is, hoſe craggy Sides 
Suſtain the Fury of incroaching Tides; 

Your Sails hence ſpy d, I hardly could delay, 
Plung d in the Deep to meet you by the way; 

When one I ſaw, while a ſhort Pauſe I made, 

Upon the Deck in glorious Purple clad : 
Gods! how I ſhook ! Fear did my Soul poſſeſs 
With Horror, to behold th* unuſual Dreſs, 

As nearer to the Shoar your Veſlel came, 

I ſpy'd, O blaſting Sight! the charming Dame; 
Nay more. her wanton Head (into the Sea 

Why leapt L not?) upon your Boſom lay. 

Twas then I beat my Breaſt, and tore my Hair 
Withall the Symtoms of a deep Deſpair. 
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I fill d the Air withmy diſtracted Cries, 
And Idas Mount reſounded with the Noiſe. 
Thence with dire Imprecations I remov'd! 
Unto thoſe conſcious Caves; here once ee 
Hear me, ye Gods! May the curſt Helen be 
As wretched full as ſhe has render dme; als 
May ſhe complain of falſe and broken Vows, 
And pine, like me, for a regardleſs Spouſe. 
Now they do Charm, who from their Husband ar. 
And the wide Ocean plow, to follow thee; - 
When a poor Shepherd, a ſmall Flock you fed, de 
Then l. and only I, vouchſaf d my Bed, Tul tr [ 
Nor think I ſue to be in Courts ador d. 
And own'd the Daughter of all Lord. 
Tho your great Parents need not be aſnamd 
When mongſt their many Ghildren I am nam d. 
A Scepter would not ill become this Hand. 
So much I wiſn and merit to command. 
Deſpiſe me not, becauſevvith you Llay, 
And paſs d, on new - fall Leaves, the eh peng Dey; 
For thy O Enone s worthy of a bed, 
Not with green Leaves but gaudy Purple ſpread. 
Sate you may ſleep and harmleſs in my Arms, 
Your Joys uninterrupted with Alarms: 
But with my Rival thus you muſt not live, | | 
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For Greece in Arms demands the Fugitive; 
Ruin is all the Dow ry ſhe can give. | 
Ask your grave Frieads, with piercing Wiſdom fraught, 
Whom many Years have much Experience taught, 
Ask Sage Antenor, and your aged Sire, 
If ſhe's to be reſtor d whom they require. 
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Baſe Man} your Country for her ſake deſtroy d. 
Shame's on your part, and Juſtice on their ſide. 
Or can you think that ſhe will conſtant prove, 
Who was ſo eaſily entic'dto love ? 
W hen once debauch'd; our Sex for ever burn | 
1n lawleſs Fire, Virtueknows no Return; . 
Diſhonour never gives a ſecond Blow; 

And once a Whore ſhe will be ever ſo vp 
But her firm Love that Scruple hasremor'd; ' - 
Vain Man! ev'n thus Atrides once ſhe lov'd. _ 
Alone helyes, poor cred lous Cuekold, now? 
And does deplore what you ere while muſt do. 
Fool that he was to think ſhecould be true? 
Happy Andromache! vrho juſtly are 
Poſſeſſed of a firm and loyal Heart?! 

A Faith like hers thou haſt beheld in me, 
And Hedor's Virtue ſhould have ſhin'd in thee, 
But thou art lighter than the ſapleſs Leaf, 
Of which the Autumn anime 
Or than the Stalks of the well: ripen d Wheat. 
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Well remember what your Siſterfaid, -  ..- 


When the ſtrange God poſſeſs d the tarious Maidz 7 | 


OEnone, ceaſe to plow ap fruitleſs Lands, 

And ſow the Seed upon the barren Sands. 

The Grecian Heifer comet, whoreaps thy Foys, 

The Bane of Troy, and Priam's ancient Houſe. 
She comes! forbid it Heav'n: And in the Deep, 
Now, now ye Gods, fink down the guilty Ship; 
Nov is the time toplungeit in the Flood, 

I brings Deſtruction, and is fraught with Blood. 


0 
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She laid: Her Pepple ſnach'd her from my View, 
As thro tho Woods full of the God the fle w-. 
Too true ſhe ſpoke! my Joys that Heifer prove, 

Does in my Groves and Flow'ry Meadows move, | 
And all the pleaſant Paſturesof my Love. 
Fair tho' ſhe be, your Helen isa Whore. 

Whom each new Facedraws from her Native Shore. 
With Theſens thus the falſe Tnconſtantfleds * 

But he untouch d reſtor'd the ſpotleſs Maid. 

Ah who can Faith to the forg'd Story yield? 
Vis Veins with youthtul Blood and Wigour fill d, 

Lover too!” could he his Joys forbear ? 
in Poſſeſſion of his Heav'n deſpair?ꝰ 

Miſcal not thus her ready Flight a Rape, 

Her wicked {elf contris d the wiſſꝰd Eſeape. 
But I, falſe as you are, have kept my Vows, 

'Tho' your Example would my Crimes excuſe. 

Long time I liv'd a Tenant of the Groves, 

The common Object of the Satyr, Loves; | 

Me, Faunn, too, who oer the Mountains fled, 
Purſu d with'Leaty Chaplets on his Head 
And Phabus, who, but with much Force, obtain d 

© ThatBlifs for which the reſt in vain complain d. 

I tore my Hair, while my ſoft Limbs he preſt, 

And that curſt Face for which I-was diſgrac d. 
No ſordid Recompenceof Wealth I fought, 

That Creature's mean'whoſe Love is to be bought; 
But me the grateful God with Knowledge ſtor'd, 
And the ſame Gifts for which himſelf's ador d. 
For no one Plant the fertile Earth does yield, 
But in its Virtues I am amply skill d. 
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Wretch! of what uſe does thy vainKnoygledge prove? 
No Drug, alas! can cure the Wounds of Lore. 
Not Phebus ſelf, the Author of our Art, 
Could in this caſe guard his Immortal Heart: 

Nought or from Earth, or Heav'n can cure my Wound, 
In thee alone muſt my Relief be found: 

My Paris can, and he muſt Pity ſhow, 

To her who merits all he can beftow :; 

For I am yours, with you of old did paſs, 

In childiſh Innocence, any Infant Days; 

And] beſeech you, Gods to fix my Doom, 

And give that Bleſſing to the time come. 

Soin his Arms, to whom myYouthl lent, 

Shall the Remains of my leſt Life be ſpent. 
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O thee, dear Paris, Lord of my Deſires, 
Once tender Partner of my ſofteſt Fires; 
To thee I write, mine, whilſt a Shepherd's Swain, 
But now a Prince, that Title you diſdain. 
Oh fatal Pomp, that cou'd ſo ſoon divide 
What Love, and all our Vows ſo firmly ty'd! _ 
What God, our Loves induſtrious to prevent, 
- Curſt thee with Pow 'r, and ruin d my Content? 
Greatneſs, which does at beſt but ill agree, 
With Love, ſuch diſtance ſets 'twixt theeand me. 
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Whilſt thou a Prince, and I a Shepherdeſs, 
My raging Paſſion can have no Redreſi. 
Wou'd Heav n, when firſt I ſaw thee, thou hadſt been 
This Great, this Cruel Celebrated Thing, 
That without Hope 1 might have gaz d and bow'd, 
And mix'd my Adoration with the Crowd; 
Unwounded then I had eſcap d thoſe Eyes, 
Thoſe lovely Authors of my Miſeries. | 
Not that leſs Charms their fatal Pow'r had dreſt, 
But Fear and Awe my Love had then ſuppreſt: 
My unambitious Heart no Flame bad known, 
But what Devotion pays to Gods alone. 
might have wonder d, and have wiſht that he, 
hom Heay'n ſhould make me love, might look like thee, 
More in a ſilly Nymph had been a Sin. 
This had the height of my Preſumption been. 
But thou a Flock didſt feed on Idas Plain, 
nd hadſt no Title, but The Lovely Swain. 
Title! which more Virgin Hearts has won, 
han that of being own'd King Prims Son. 
hilt mea harmleſs Neighb ring Cottager - 
ou ſaw, and did above the reſt prefer 
ou ſaw ! and at firſt fight you lov'd me too, 
Wor cou'd I hide the Wounds receiv d from you. 
Wc all the Village Herdſmen ſtrove to pain, 
t me the Shepherds figh'd and ſu'din vain, 
; hou hadſt my Heart, and they my cold Diſdain. 
ot all their Offerings, Garlands, and Firſt-born 
their loy'd Ewes, cou'd bribe my nativeScorn, 
Love, like hidden Treaſure long conceal'd, 
u'donly, where twas deſtin'd, be reveal'd. 
COST | 
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And yet how long my Maiden Bluſhes trove 
Not to betray the eaſie gew. born Love. 
But at thy fight the Lifidling Fire wou d riſe, 
And I. unskill d, Ceclare it at my Eyes. 
But oh the Joy! the mighty Ecſtaſie 
Poſſeſt thy Soul at this Diſcovery ! 
Speechleſs, and pantingat my Feet you lay, 
Andfhort-breath'd Sighs told what you could not ſay, 
A thouſand times my Hand with Kiſſes preſt, 
And look d ſuch Darts, as none cou'd e er reſiſt. 
Silent we gaz d, and as my Eyes met thine, 
New Joy fill d theirs, new Love and Shame fill d mine! 
You ſaw the Fears my kind Diſorder ſhows, 
And broke your Silence with a thouſand Vows! 
Heav'ns, how you ſwore! by ev'ry Pow'r Divine! 
You wou'd beever true, beever mine! 
Each God, a ſacred Witneſs you invoke, 
And wiſh'd their Curſe, when e er thoſe Vows you broke, 
Quick to my Heart the perjur d Accents ran, , 
Which I took in, believ'd, and was undone. 
Vows are Love's poiſon'd Arrows, and the Heart 
So wounded, rarely finds a Cure in Art. | 
At leaſt this Heart which Fate has deſtin'd yours, | 
This Heart unpractis'din Love's myſtick Pow'rs; 
For lam ſoft, and young as April Flow'rs, 
Now uncontrol'd we meet, uncheck'd improve 
Each happier Minute in new Joys of Love! 
Soft were our Hours! andlaviſhly the Day 
We gave intirely up to Love and Play. . * 
Oſt to the cooling Groves our Flocks we led, 4 
And, ſeated on ſome ſhady flow'ry Bed, | 
Wach d rbe united Wantons3s they fed, 
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And all the Day my liſt' ning Soul | hung 

Upon the charming Muſick of thy Tongue, 

And never thought the bleſſed Hours too long. 

No Swain, no God like theecou'd ever move, 

Or had ſo loft an Art in whiſpering Love: 

No wonder that thou art ally d to Fove. 

And when you pip'd, or ſung, or danc d, or ſpoke, 
The God appear d in ev ry Grace, and Look. 

Pride of the Swains, and Glory ot the Shades, 

he Grief, and Joy of all the Love- ſick Maids. 
hus whilſt all Hearts you rul'd without Controul, 
reign'dthe abs'lute Monarch of your Soul. 

ach Beech my Name yetbears, carv'd out by thee, 
Parizand his OEnone fill each Tree; n 

nd as they grow, the Letters larger ſpread, 

row (till a Witneſsof my Wrongs when dead ! 
Cloſe by a ſilent Silver Brook there grows 

Poplar, ynder whoſe dear gloomy Boughs 
thouſand times we have exchang d our Vows! . 
h may'ſt thou grow ! to an endleſs Date of Years! 
ho on thy Bark this fatal Record bears; 

en Paris to OEnone proves untrue, 


ra! turn your Tide! back to your Fountains run! 
e perjur'd Swain from all his Faith is gone! 
it be that Day, may Fate point out the Hour, 
Ominous in his black Kalendar ; 
hen Venus, Pallas, and the Wife of Fove 
(cengitd to thee in the Myrtle Grove, 
ſhining Chariotsdrawn by winged Clouds; 
ked they came, no Veil their Beauty ſhrouds; 
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Vet this no Wonder or Amazement brought, 


h lovely Nymph, thou ſhalt a Princeſi be: 
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But ev'ry Charm, and Grace expos d to view, 
Left Heav'n to be ſurvey d and judg'd by you. 
To bribe thy Voice, Juno wou'd Crowns beſtow ; 
Pallas more gracefully wou'ddreſs thy Brow 
With Wreaths of Wit; Venus propos d the Choice 
Ot all the faireſt Greeks ; and had thy Voice. 
Crowns, and more glorious Wreaths thou didſt deſpiſc, 
And promis d Beauty more than Empire prize! 

This when you told, Gods! what a killing Fear 

Did over all my ſhivering Limbs appear? 

And I preſag d ſome ominous Change was near 

The Bluſhes lett my Cheeks, from ev'ry Part 

The Blood ran ſwift to guard my fainting Heart, 

You in my Eyes the glimmering Light perceiv d 

Of parting Life, and on my pale Lips breath d 

Such Vows, as all my Terrors undeceiv d. 

But ſoon the envying Gods diſturb our Joy, 

Declare thee great! and all my Bliſsdeſtroy! @ 

And now the Fleet is anchor d in the Bay 

That muſt to Troy the glorious Youth convey, 

Heav'ns! how you look d! and what a Godlike Grace 
At their firſt Homage beautify'd your Face 


You ſtill a Monarch were in Soul and Thought/ 
Nor couv'dI tell which moſt the Sight augments, 
Your Joys of Pow'r, or parting Diſcortents. 
You kiſt the Tears which down my Cheeks did glide, 
And mingled yours vvĩth the ſoft-talling Tide, 
And 'twixt your Sighs a thouſand times you faid, 
Ceaſe, my OEnone! ceaſe, my charming Maid 
Paris lives his Native Troy to ſee, 
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But my prophetick Fear no Faith allows, 

My breaking Heart reſiſted all thy Vows. 

Ab muſt we part! 1 cry'd ; Thoſe killing Words 

No further Language to my Grief affords, 

Trembling I fell upon thy panting Breaſt, 

Which was with equal Love, and'Grief oppreſt, 

Whilſt S'ghs and Looks, all dying, ſpoke the reſt. 

About thy Neck my feeble Arms I caſt, 

Not Vines, nor Ivy circle Elms ſo faſt. 

To ſtay, what dear Excuſes didſt thou frame, 

And fancied Tempeſts when the Seas were calm 

Fow oft the Winds contrary feign'dto be, 

Whenthey, alas, were only ſo to me! 

How oft new Vows of laſting Faith you ſwore, 

And 'twixt your Kiſſes all the old run o er. 
Butnow the wiſely Grave, who Love deſpiſe, 

[Themſelves paſt Hope) do buſily adviſe, 

Whiſper Renown, and Glory in thy Ear, 

Language which Lovers fright, and Swains ne'er hear; 

For Troy, they cry, theſe Shepherds Weeds lay down! 

Change Crooks for Scepters! Garlands for a Crown ! 

ge ſure that Crown does far leſs eaſie fit 

* Than Wreaths of Flow'rs, leſs innocent and ſweet; 

Nor can thy Beds of State ſo grateful be, 

As thoſe of Moſs, and'new-fall'n Leaves with me! 
Now tow'rds the Beach we go, and all the Way 

The Groves, the Fern, dark Woods, and Springs ſurvey; 

That were ſo often conſciousto the Rites | 

Of ſacred Love, in our dear ſtol'n Delights. 

With Eyes all languiſhing, each Place you view; 

And ſighing, cry'd, Adieu, dear Shades Alien! 
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Then 'twas thy Soul e en doubted which to do, 
Refuſe a Crown, or thoſe dear Shades forgo! 
Glory and Love the great Diſpute purſu'd! 
But the falſe Idol ſoon the God ſubdu d. 

And now on Board you go, and all the Saile 
Are looſen' d, to receive the flying Gales. 1 
Whilſt I half dead on the torſaken Strand, | Y 


Beheld thee ſighing on the Deck to ſtand, 
Wafting a thouſand Kiſſes from thy Hand. 
And whilſt I cou'd the leſfening Veſſel ſee, 
I gaz'd, and ſent a thouſand Sighs to thee 
And all the Sea-born Nereids implore 
Quick to return thee to our Ruſtick Shore. 
Nov like a Ghoſt I glide thro' ev'ry Grove, 1 
Silent, and {ad as Death, about I rove, 
And viſit all our Treaſuries of Love! | 
This Shade th'accountof thouſand Joys does hide, 
As many more this murm'ring River's (ide, 
Where the dear Graſs, as ſacred, does retain 
The Print, where thee and I fo oft have lain. 
Upon this Oak thy Pipe and Garlandsplac'd, 
That Sycamore is with thy Sheep-hook grac'd. 
Here feed thy Flocks, once lov d, tho' now thy ſcorn; 
Like me forſak-n, and like me forlorn ! 

A Rock there is, from whence I cou'd ſurvey | 


From far the blueiſh Shore, and diſtant Sea, 
Whoſe hanging Top with Toil I climb each Day, 
With greedy View I run the Proſpect o'er, 

To ſee what wiſh'd-for Ships approach our Shoar. 
One Day all hopeleſs on its Point I ſtood, 
And ſaw a Veſſel bounding oer the Flood, 
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And as itnearer drew, I could diſcern 
Rich Purple Sails, Silk Cords, and Golden Stern, 
Upon the Deck a Canopy was ſpread | } 


Of Antick Work in Gold and Silver made; 

Which, mix'd with Sun-beams, dazling Light diſplay'd 

But oh! beneath this glorious Scene of State 

(Curſt be the Sight) a fatal Beauty fate, 

And tondly you were on her Boſom lay'd, 

Whilſt with your perjur'd Lips her Fingers lay d 7 

Wantonly curl'd and dally d with that Hair 

Of which, as ſacred Charms, I Bracelets wear. 
Oh! hadſt thou ſeen me then in that mad State, 

80 ruin d, ſodeſign'd for Death and Fate, 

Fix d on a Rock, whole horrid Precipice 

In hollow Murmurs wars with angry Seas, 

Whilſt the bleak Winds aloft my Garments bear, 

Ruffling my careleſs and diſhevel'd Hair, 

I look'd like the fad Statue of Deſpair. 

With out-ſtretch'd Voice I cry d, and all around 

The Rocks and Hills my dire Complaints reſound. 

I rend my Garments, tear my flatt' ring Face, 

Whoſe falſe deluding Charms my Ruin was. 

Madas the Seas in Storms, Ibreathe Deſpair, 

Or Winds let looſe in unreſiſting Air, 

Roging and frantick through the Woods I fy, 

And Paris ! lovely, faithlefs Paris! cry. 

But when the Echos ſound thy Name again, 

I change to new Variety of Pain. 

For that dear Name ſuch Tenderneſs inſpires, 

As turns all Paſſion to Love's ſofter Fires. 

With Tears I fall to kind Com plaints again; 

So Tempeſts are allay' d by Show'rs of Rain. 


E 4 


= 


n 


* 
Z 


12 en 


80 O vip EPISTLES. 


Say, lovely Youth, why wouldſt thou thus betray 

My eaſie Faith, and lead my Heart aſtray? 
I might ſome humble Shepherd's Choice have been, 
Had I that Tongue ne er heard, tho Eyes ne er ſeen; 
And in ſome homely Cott, in low Repoſe, 
Eiv d undiſturb'd with broken Vows and Oaths: 
All Day by ſhaded Springs my Flecks have kept, 
And in ſome honeſt Arms at Night have ſlept, 
Then unupbraided with my Wrengs thou'dſt been 
Safe in the Joysof the fair Grecian Queen. 
What Stars do rule the Great? No ſooner you 
Became a Prince, but you were per jur d too: 
Are Crowns and Falſhoods then conſiſtent Things ? 

And muſt they all be faithleſs whoare Kings? 
The Gods be prais'd that I was humbly born, 

© Even tho' it renders me my Paris' Scorn. 
And I had rather this way wretched prove, 
Than be a Queen, and faithleſs in my Love. 
Not my fair Rival wou d I wiſh to be, 
To come prophan d by others Joys tothee, 
A ſpotleſs Maid into thy Arms I brought, 
Untouch'd in Fame, ev'n Innocent in Thought. 
Whilſt ſhe with Love has treated many a Gueſt, 
And brings thee but the Leavings of a Feaſt: 
With Theſeus from her Country made Eſcape, 
Whilſt ſhe miſcall'd the willing Flight, a Rape: 
So now from Atreu, Son, with thee is fled; 
And ſtill the Rape hides the Adult rous Deed, 
And is it thus great Ladies keep intire 
That Virtue they ſo boaſt, and you admire? 
Is this a Trick of Courts? can Raviſhment 
Ser ve for a poor Evaſion of Conſent? 
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Hard ſhift to ſave that Honour prizd ſo high, 
Whilſt the mean Fraud's the greater Infamy. 
How much more happy are we rural Maids, 
Who know no other Palaces than Shades ? 
Who want no Titles to inſlave the Crowd, 
Leſt they ſnou d babble all our Crimes aloud. 
No Arts our Good to ſhow, our Ills to hide, | 
Nor know to cover Faults of Love with Pride. 
Tlov'd, and all Love*s Dictates did purſue, 
And never thought it cou'd be Sin with you. 
To Gods, and Men, 1 did my Love proclaim ;- 
For one ſoft Hour with thee-my charming Swain, 
Wou'd Recompencean Ageto come of Shame, . 
Cou'd it as well but ſatisfie my Fame. 
But oh thoſe tender Hours a:efled and loft, .. 
And I no more of Fame, or thee can boaſt! : 
*Twas thou wert Honour, Glory, all to me: 
Till Swains had learn d the Vice of Perjury, 
No yielding Maids were charg' d with lnfamyr 
Tis falſe and broken Vows make Love a Sin, 
Hadſt thou been · true, we innocent had been 
But thou leſs Faith than Autumn Leaves doſt ſhow; 
Which ev'ry Blaſt bears from their native Bough... 
= Leſs Weight, leſs Conſtancy, inthee is born 
8 Than in the (lender mildew'd Ears of Corn... 
| Ott when you Garlands wove to deck my Hair 
: 


Where myſtick-Pinks and Dazies mingled were 

You ſwore!twas fitter Diadems to bear ; * . 

And when with eager Kiſſes preſt my Hand, 

Have ſaid, How well a Scepter 'twon'd Command: 
Es, 
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Wich charming, wiſhing Eyes ſurvey my Mien, 

And cry, The Gods deſign'd thee for a Queen! 

Why then for Helen doſt thou me forſake ? 

Cana poor empty Name ſuch Diffrence make? 
| Beſides, if Love can bea Sin, thine's one,. 

Since Helen does to Menelaus belong. 

Be Juſt, reſtore her back, ſhe's none of thine, 

And, charming Paris, thou art only mine. | 
Tis no ambitious Flame that makes me ſue 

Tobe again belov'd, and bleſt with you; 

No vain Defire of being ally'd t'a King; | 


And if I danc'd upon the flow'ry Green, ; 


Love is the only Dowry I can bring, 

And tender Love is all I ask again. 

Whilſt on her dang'rous Smiles fierce War muſt wait 
With Fire and Vengeance at your Palace Gate, 
Rouze your ſoft Slumbers with their rough Alarms, 
And rudely ſnatch you from her faithleſs Arms: 
Turn then, fair Fugitive, ere tis too late, 

Ere thy miſtaken Love precures thy Fate; 

Erea wrong'd Husband does thy Death deſign, 

And picrce that dear, that faithle(s Heart of thine... 
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The ARGUMENT. 


of Helen, 

whom Venus had-promiſed him as the — of his A- 
jud ing the Prize Beauty to her, was nably there enter- 

2 'd by Menelaus, Helen's Husband; but he being call d 
away to Crete, to take Poſſeſſion of what was left him by 
his Grandfather Atreus, commends his an the Care 
of his Wife. In his Ab -_ Paris cores „ and wre: 
to her the following Epiſtle. . | 


n Healtk, fair Nymph, thy Pars ends toes, - 


Tho You, and only You, can giye it me. 


- 
- 


To tell a Paſſion that it ſelf has hon? Amgen L 
Does not my Love it ſelf too open BY» , 8 
And all I think inall i do betray ? _— 77 
If not, oh! may it tif in ſecret lie, Watt an of 
Till Time with our kind Wiſhes ſhall complys.:; Wo 15 [ns 5 
Tilla our Joys may to us come ſincere, 8 
Nor loſe theif Price by the allay of Fer, „e 
In vain I ſtriye; whotan that Virawotordl' +: Hs 
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But if you needs would hear mytrembling Tongue 


Speak what my Actions have declar d ſo long, 
love; you've there the Word that dos impart. 
The trueſl Meſſage from my bleeding Heart. 
Forgive me, Madam, that I thus confeſs 
To you, my fair Phyſician, my Diſeaſe, | 
And with ſuch Looks this ſuppliant Paper grace, 
As beſt became the Beauties of that Face. 
May that ſmooth Braw.noangry Wrinkle wear. 
But be your-Looks as kind as they ere fair. 
Some Pleaſure tis to think.theſe Lines ſhall find 
An Entertainment at your Hands ſo kind, 
For this creates a Hope, that I too may, 
Receiv d by you, as happy be as they. 
. Ab! may that Hope be true! nor I complain 
bat Venus promis d you to me in vain. 
For know, leſt you through Ignorance offend- 
The Gods, tis Heay'n that me does hither ſend. 
None ot themeaneſt of the Pow'rs Divine, 
That firſt inſpir d, ſtill favours my Deſign. 
Great is the Prize 1 ſeek, I muſt confeſs, 
But neither is my Due or Mer ix leſs : 
Venus has promis d ſhe would you aſſign, 
Fair as herſelf, to be for ever mine. | 
Guided by her, my Troy T left for thee, 
Nor fear d the Dangers of the faithleſs Sea; . 
She witha kind and an auſpicious Gale 


Drove the good Ship, and ſtretch d outey'sry Sail. ö 


For ſhe, vvho ſprung out of the teeming Deep. 
Still o'er the Main does her wide Empire keep... 
Still may ſhe keep it, and as ſhe with caſe | 
Alays the. Wrath of the moſt angry Seas, 
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go may ſhe give my ſtormy Mind fome Reſt; 
And calm theraging Tempeſt of my Breaſt, 
And bring home all my Sighs and all my Vows. 
To their wiſh'd Harbour, and deſir d Repoſe. 


Hither my Flames I brought, not found em here; 


I my whole Courſeby their kind Light did ſteer: 
For I by no Miſtake or Storm was toſt 
Againſt my Will upon this happy Coaſt. 
Nor as a Merchant did I plow the Main 
To venture Life, like fordid Fools, for Gain. 
No; may the Gods preſerve my preſent Store, 
And only give me you to make it mote. 
Nor to admire the Place came [I ſo far; 
I have Towns richer than your Cities are. 
'Tis you I ſeek, to me from Veuus due, 
You were my Wiſh, before your Charms I knew... 
Bright Images of. you my-Minddid draw. 
Long ere my Eyes the lovely Object aw. ..; - 
Nor wonder that with the ſwift-winged Dart. 
Atſuch a Diſtance you could wound my Heart: 
- So Fate ordain d, and leſt you fight with Fate, 
Hear and believe the Truth 1 ſhallrelate, | 

Now in my Mother's Womb ſhut up l layy. 
Her tatal Burthen longing forthe Day, 
When ſhe ina myſterious Dream was told, 
Her teeming Womb a burning Torch did hold; 
Frighted ſhe riſes, and her Viſion ſhe 
To Friamtells, and to his Prophets he; 
They ſing that I all Trey ſhou d ſet on Fire 
But ſure Fate meant the Flames of my Deſire: 
For fear of this among the Swains expos'd, . 
My native Greatneſs every thing diſclos d. 
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Beauty, and Strength, and Courage join'd in one 
Through all Diſguiſe ſpoke mea Monarch's Son. 

A Place there is in-1da's thickeſt Grove 

With Oakes and Fir- trees ſhadedall above, 

The Graſs here grows untoucht by bleating Flocks, 
Or Mountain Goat, or the laborious Ox. 

From hence Troy's Tow'rs, Magnificence and Pride, 
Leaning againſt an agedOak, I ſpy'd. 

When ſtraight methought1 heard the trembling Ground 
With the ſtrange Noiſe of trampling Feet reſound. 
In the ſame Inſtant Fowe's great Meſſenger, 

Onall his Wings born through the yielding Air, 
Lighting before my wond'ring Eyes did ſtand, 

His Golden Rod ſhone in his ſacred Hand: 

With him three charming Goddeſſes there came, 
Juno and Pallas, and the Cyprian Dame. 

With an unuſual Fear I ſtood amaz'd, 

Till thus the God my finking Courage rais'd ; 

Fear not; Thou art Jove's Subſtitute below, 

The Prize of heavnly Beauty to beſtow; 

Contending Goddeſſes a ppenl to you, 

Decide their Strife; He ſpake, and up he flew. 
Then Bolder grown, I throw my Fears away, 
Andev'ry one with curious Eyes ſurvey. |, 

Zach of em merited the Victory, 

And I, their doubtful Judge, was griev d to ſee, 
That one muſt have it, when deſer vd by Three. 
But yet that One there was which moſt prevail d, 
And with more powerful Charms my Heart aſſaiꝰd. 
Ah! would you know who thus my Breaſt could move? 
Whecauld it be but the fair Queen of Love? 


With 
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With mighty Bribes they all for Conqueſt ſtrive, 
Juno will Empires, Pallas Valour give, 
Whilſt I ſtand doubting which I ſhould prefer, 
Empire's ſoft Eaſe, or glorious Toils of War ; 
But Venus gently {mil'd, and thus ſhe ſpake, 
They're dang'rous Gifts, O do not, do not tale! 
I'll make Thee Love's immartal Pleaſures. know, 
And Foys that in full Tides for ever flow.. 
For, if you judge the Conqueſt, to bemine, 
Fair Leda's fairer Daughter ſhall be thine: | 
She ſpake: And I gave her the Conqueſt due, 
Both to her Beauty, and her Gift of you. 

Mean while (myangry Stars more 8 grown). 
I am acknowledg'd Royal Priam's Son, 
All the glad Court, all Tray does celebi ate, 
With a new Feſtival my Change of Fate. 
And as I languiſh now, and die for thee, 
So did the Beauties of all Troy for me.. 
You in full Pow'rover a Heart do reign; 
For whieh a thouſand Virgins fighd in vain: 
Nor did Queens only fly tomy Embrace, 
But Nymphs of Form D:vine, and Heav'nly Race: 
] all their Loves with cold Diſdain repreſt, 
Singe Hopes of you firſt fir d my longing Breaſt. 
Your charming Form all Day my Fancy drew, 
And when Night came, my Dreams were all of you. 
What Pleaſures then muſt you your ſelf impart, 
Whoſe Shadows only ſo ſurpris'd my Heart? 
And oh! how did I burn approaching nigh'r, 
That vas ſo ſcoreh d by ſo remote a Fire! 

For now no longer could my Hopes refrain 


From ſee king their wiſh'd Object chro the Main. 
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I fell the ſtately Pine, and ev ry Tree 

That beſt was fit to cut the yielding Sea; 

Fetch'd from Gargarian Hills, tall Firs I cleave, - 
And Ida naked to the Winds I leave, 

Stiff Oaks I bend, and ſolid PlanksI form, 
Andev'ry Ship with well-knit Ribs] arm. 

To the tall Maſt I Sails and Streamers join, 

And the gay Poops with painted Gods do ſhine, F 
But on my Ship does only Venus ſtand 

With little Cupid ſmiling in her Hand, 

Guide of the Way ſhe did her ſelf command. 


My Fleet thusrigg'd, andall my Thoughts on thee, - 


Hong to plow the vaſt Ægean Sea; 

My anxious Parents my Deſires withſtand. 
And both vrith pious Tears my Stay command: 
Caſſandra too, with looſe diſhevePd Hair, 
Joſt as our haſty Ships to.fail prepare, 

Full of Prophetick Fury cries aloud, 

Oh whither fteers my Brother thro the Flood i 
Little, ab! little doſt thou know or heed, 

Toe what araging Fire theſe Waters lead. 

True were her Fears, and in my Breaſt I feet + 
Theſcorching Flames her Fury did toretel. 
Yet out I fail, andfavour'd by the Wind, 

On your bleſt Shore my wiſh'd-for Haven find: 


Your Husband then, ſo Heav'n, kind Heav mordains, 


In his own Houſe his Rival entertains. 
Shews me wha: c'er in Sparta does delight 
The curious Traveller's enquiring Sight: . 
But I, who only long d to gaze on you, 
Gould taſte no Pleaſure in the idle Show]. 
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But at thy Sight: oh! where wasthen my Heart! 
Out from my Breaſt it gave a ſudden Start, 
Sprung forth and met halt-way the fatal Dart. 
Such, or leſs charming, was the Queen of Love, 
When with her Rival Goddefles ſhe ſtrove. 

But Faireſt, hadſt thou come among the Three, 
Even ſhe the Prize muſt have reſign d to Thee. 
Your Beauty is the only Themeot Fame, 

And all the World iounds with fair Helen's Name; 
Nor livesthere She whom Pride it ſelf canraiſe 
Toclaim with you an equal Share of Praiſe; 

Dol ſpeak falſe? rather Report does ſo, 
Detracting from you in a Praiſe too low. 

More here I find than that could ever tell, 

So much your Beauty does your Fame excel. 
Well then might Theſeus, he who all Things knew, 
Think none was worthy of his Theft but you: 
this bold Theft admire; but wonder more 
He ever would ſo dear a Prize reſtore: 

Ah! would theſe Hands have ever let you go? 

Or could I live, and be divarc'd from you? 

No; ſooner I with Life it ſelf could part, 

Than e er ſee you torn from my bleeding Heart. 
But cad i do as he, and give you back, 

Vet ſute ome Taſte of Love I firſt would take, 
Would firſt in all your blooming Excellence 
And Virgin Sweets feaſt my luxurious Senſe ; 

Or if you would not let that Treaſure go, 

Kiſſes atleaſt you ſhould, you would beſtow, 
Ard let me ſmell the Flow r as it did grow. 

Come then into my longing Arms, and try 

My laſting, fd, eternal Conſtancy, 
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Which never till my tun ral Pile ſhall waſte; 

My preſent Fire ſhall mingle with my laſt. 
Scepters and Crowns for you I did diſdain, 

With which great Juno tempted me in vain. 

And when bright Pallas did her Bribes prepare, 
One ſoft Embrace from you I did prefer 

To Courage, Strength, and all the Pomp of War. 
Nor ſhall I ever think my Choice was ill, 

My Judgment's ſettled, and approves it ſtill. 

Do you but grant my Hopes may prove as true 
As they wereplac'd above all Things but you. 
Jam, as well as you, of Heav'nly Race, 

Nor will my Birth your mighty Line diſgrace; 
Pallas and Fove our noble Lineage head, 

And them a Race of God-like Kings ſucceed, 

All Ffia'sScepters to my Father bow, 

And half the ſpacious Eaſt his Pow'r allow. 
There you ſhall ſce the Hoùſes roof d with Gold, 
And Temples glorious as the Gods they hold. 

Troy you ſhall ſee, and Divine Walls admire, 

Built to the Conſort of Apollo's Lyre. 
What need I the vaſt Flood of Peoplezelh, 
That over its wide Banks doesalmoſt ſw 
You ſhall gay Troops of Phyygian Matrons m 
And Trojan Wives ſhining in cv'ry Street. 
How often then will you your ſelf confeſs aß 
The Emptineſs and Poverty of Greece? RI” 
How often will you ſay, one Palace there 

Contains more Wealth than do whole Cities here? 

I ſpeak not this your Sparta to diſgrace, 

For whereſoc'er your Life began its Race 

Muſt be to me the happieſt, deareſt Place, 
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vet Sparta's poor; and you, that ſhould be dreſs d 

In all the Riches ot the ſhining Eaſt, 

Should underſtand how ill that ſordid Place 

Suits with the Beauty of your Charming Face, 

That Face with coſtly Dreſs andrich Attire 

Should ſhine, and make the gazing World admire. 

When you the Habit of my Trojans fee, 
What, think ye, muſt that ot their Ladies be ? 

Oh! thea be kind, fair Spartan, nor diſdain 

A Trojan in your Bed to entertain. , 

He was a Trojan, and of our great Line, 

That to the Gods does mix Immortal Wine ; 

Nthonu too, whom to her roſie Bed 

The Goddeſs of the Morning bluſhing led; 

So was Anchiſes of our Trojan Race, 

Yet Venus {elf to his deſir d Embrace, 

Withall her Train of little Loves, did fly, 

And tn his Arms learn d for a while to lye. 

Nor do I think that Menelaus can, 

Compar'd with me, appear the greater Man. 

Im ſure my Father never made the Sun 
Wich frighted Steeds from his dire Banquet run: 
No Grand- father of mine is ſtain d with Blood, 
Or with his Crime names the Myrtoan Flood. 
None of our Race does in the Stygian Lake 
Snatch at thoſe Apples he wants Pow'r to take. 
But ſtay; ſince you with ſuck a Husband join, 
Your Father Jove is fore d to grace his Line. 
He (Gods!) a Wretch unworthy ot thoſe Charms, 
Does all the Night lye melting in your Arms, 
Does ev ry Minute to new Jays improve, 

And riots in the luſcious Sweets of Love. 
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I but at Table one ſhort View can gain, 
And that too only to increaſe my Pain: 
O may ſueh Feaſts my vrorſt of Foes attend, 
As often I at your ſpread Table find. 
Hoath my Food, when my tormented Eye 
Sees his rude Hand in your ſott Boſom lye. 
I burſt with Envy when I him behold 
Your tender Limbs in his looſe Robe infold. 
When he your Lips with melting Kiſſes ſeal'd, 
Before my Eyes I the large Goblet held. : 
When you with him in ſtrict Embraces cloſe, 
My hated Meat to my dry'd Palate grows. 
Oft have 1 figh'd, then ſigh d again to ſee 
That Sigh with ſcornful Smiles repaid by thee, 
"4 Oft l with Wine would quench my hot Deſire 
In vain; for ſo I added Fire to Fire. 
Oft have I turn'd away my Head in vain, 

Tou ſtraight recali'd mylonging Eyes again. 
What fhallI do? your Sports with Grief 1 ſee, 

| But it's a greater, not to look on Thee. 

With allmy Art I {trive my Flames to hide, 
But through the thin Diſguiſe they are deſery d 
Too well, alas! my Wounds to you are known, 
And O that they were ſo to you alone 
How oft turn I my weeping Eyes away, 

Leit be the Cauſe ould ask, and I betray ? | 
What Tales of Love tell I, when warm'd with Wine? 
To your dear Face applyingev'ry Line. 

; In borrow'd Names | my own Paſſion ſhew, 

> They the feign'd Lovers are, but I the true. 
Sometimes more Freedom in Diſcourſe to gain, 
For my Excuſe l Drunkenneſs would feign. 
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once l remember your looſe Garment fell, 

And did your naked, ſwelling Breaſts reveal, 

Breaſts white as Snow, or the falſe Downof Fove, 

When to your Mothegthe kind Swan made Love: 
- Whilſt with the Sight ſurpriz'd I gazing ſtand, - 

The Cup I held, dropt from my careleſs Hand, 

It you your young Hermione but kiſs, 

Straight trom her Lips I ſnatch the envy'd Bliſs, 
- Sometimes ſupinely laid, Love-Songs1 ſing, 

And wafted Kiſſes from my Fingers fling. 

Your Women to my Aid I try to move 

With all the pow'rful Rhetorick of Love, . 

But they, alas! ſpeak nothing but Deſpair, 

And in the midſt leave my neglected Pray r. 

Oh! that by ſome great Prize you might be won, 

And your Poſſeſſion might the Victor crown : 

As Pelops his Hippodamia won, 

Then had you ſeen what I for you had done. 

But now I've nothing left todo but pray, 

And my ſelf proſtrate at your Feet tolay. 

O thou, thy Houſe's Glory, brighter tar 

Than thy Two ſhining Brothers friendly Star 

O worthy of the Bed of Heav'n's great King, 

If ought ſo fair but from himſelt could ſpring ! 

Either with thee I back to Trey will fly, 

Or here a wretched baniſh'd Lover dye. 

With no flight Wound my tender Breaſt does ſmart, 

My Bones and Marrow feel the piercing Dart; 

I find my Siſter true did propheſie, - 

I with a Heay'nly Dart ſhould wounded dye; 
Deſpiſe not then a Love by Heav'n defign'd, 

So may the Gods ftill to your Vows be kind. 

Much 


— 
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Much I could ſay, but what, will beſt be known 


In your Apartment, when we are alone. 
You bluſh, and with a ſuperſtitious Dread 
Fear to defile the Sacred Marriage Bed: 

Ah! Helen, can you then ſo ſimple be, 
To think ſuch Beauty can from Faults be free ? 
Or change that Face, or you muſt needs be kind; 
Beauty and Virtue ſeldom have been join'd. 
Jove and bright Venus do our Thetts approve; 
Such Thefts as theſe gave you your Father Fove. 
And if in you ought of your Parents laſt, 
Can Jove and Leda's Daughter well be chaſte ? 
Yet then be chaſte when we to Trey ſhall go; 
(For ſhe who ſins with one alone, is ſo) 
But let us now enjoy that pleaſing Sin, 
Then Marry, and be Innocent again. 
Ev'n your own Husband doth the ſame perſuade; 
Silent himſelf, yet all his Actions plead: 
For me they plead, and he, good Man, becauſe 
He'll ſpoilno Sport, officiouſly withdraws. 
Had he no other Time to viſit Crete ? 
Oh! how prodigious is a Husband's Wit! 
He went, and as he went, he cry'd. My Dear, 
Inſteadof me, you of your Gueſt take care. 
But you forget your Lord's Command, I ſee, 
Nor take you any care of Love or me. 
And think you ſuch a thing as he does know 
The Treaſure that he holds, in holding you? 
No: did heunderſtand but half your Charms, 
Hedurſt not truſt em in a Stranger's Arms, 
It neither his ner my Requeſt can move, 
We're forc'd by Opportunity to Love; 
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We ſhould be Fools, ev'n greater Fools than he, 
Should fo ſecure a Time unactive be, 
Alone theſe tedious Winter's Nights you lye 
In a cold Widow'd Bed, and ſo do I. 
Let mutual Joys our willing Bodies join, 
That happy Night ſnall the Mid- day out · nine: 
Then will I ſwear by all the Pow rs above, 
And in their awful Preſence ſeal my Love. 
Then, if my Wiſhes may aſpire ſo high, 
I with our Flight ſhall win you to comply; 
But it nice Honour little Scruples frame, 
The Force I'll uſe ſhall vindicate your Fame. 
Ot Theſeus and your Brothers I can learn, 
No Precedents ſo nearly you concern; 
You Theſtus, they Leucippus' Daughter ſtole, 
Il be the Fourth in the illuſtrious Roll. | 
Wellmann'd, well arm'd, for you my Fleet does ſtay, 
And waiting Windsmurmur at our Delay. 
Thro' Troy's throng'd Streets you ſhall in Triumph go, 
Ador'd as ſome new Goddaſs here below. 
Where e er youtread, Spices and Gums ſhall ſmoke, 
And Victims fall beneath the fatal Stroke. 
My Father, Mother, all the joyful Court, 
All Trey to you with Preſents ſhall reſort. 
Alas! *tis nothing what I yet have ſaid; 
Wbat there you'll find, ſhall what I write exceed, 
Nor fear, leſt War purſue our haſty Flight, 
ad angry Greece ſhould all her Force unite, 
8 Whatraviſh'd Maid did ever Wars regain ? 
Vain the Attempt, and Fear of it as vain, 


VDODiur Shame's then greater than our Fear before. 
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The Thracians Orythia ſtole from far, 
Yet Thrace ne er heard the Noiſe ot following War, 


Faſon too ſtole away the Colchian Maid, 
Ye: Colchos did not Theſſaly invade. - 
He who ſtole you, ſtole Ariadne too, 
' Yet Minos did not with all Crete purfue. 
Fear in theſe Caſes than the Danger's more, 
And when the threat ning Tempeſt once is o er, | 


Burfay trom Greece a threatned War purſue, 
Know I have Strength and wounding Weapons too. 
In Men and Horſe more numerous than Greece 
Our Empire is, not in its Compaſsleſs. 

Nor does your Husband Paris ought excel 

In Gen'rous Courage, or in Martial Skill. 
Ev'n but a Boy, from my lain Foes I gain'd 

My ſtollen Herd, and a new Name attain'd ; 

Ev'n then o'ercome by me I cou'd produce 
Deiphobus and great Ilioneus. 

Nor Hand to Hand more to be fem d am I. 

Than when from far my certain Arrows fly. 

You for his Youth can no ſuch Actions feign, 
Nor can he &er my envy d Skill attain. 

But could he, Hectors your Security, 

And healone an Armyis to me, 

You know me not, ror the hid Proweſs find 

Of him that Heay'n has for your Bed defign'd. 
Either no War from Greece ſhall follow thee, 
Orif it does, ſhall be repell'd by me. 

Northink I fear to fight tor ſuch a Wife, 

That Prize would give the Coward's Courage life. 


All 
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All After-Ages ſhall your Fame admire, 

If you alone {et the whole World on fire. 

Fo Sea, to Sea, whileall the Gods are kind, 
Aud all I promiſe, you in Troy ſhall find, 


HELEN 7 PARIS. 


By the Right Honourable the Earl of My LGRAVE, 
and Mr, DRYDEN. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Helen, having receivid the foregoing Epiſtle from Paris, 5e. 
turns the following : Wherein ſhe ſeems at fr} 

to chide him for his Priſumption in writing as he had one, 
| which could only proceed from his low Opinion of her Vir- 
tue; then owns her ſelf to be ſenſible of the Paſſion, which 

he had ex preſi d - er, tho ſhe much ſuſpected his Con. 

ſtancy; and at laſt diſcovers her Inclinations to be favow- 

rable to him. The whole Letter ſhewing the extream A. 
Fifice of Woman-kind. 


HEN looſe Epiſtles violate chaſte Eyes, 
She half Conſents, who ſilently Denies : 

How daresa Stranger, with Deſigns fo vain, 

Marriage and Hoſpitable Rights prophane ? 

Was it for this, your Fleet did ſhelter find 

From ſwelling Seas, and ev'ry faithleſs Wind? 
For the a diſtant Country brought you forth, 

Tour Uſage here was equal to your Worth.) 
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Does this deſerve tobe rewarded ſo: 
Did you come here a Stranger, or a oe 
Your partial Judgment may perhaps complain; 
And think me barb rous for my juſt Diſdain; 
Il bred then let me be, but not unchaſte, 
Nor my clear Fame with any Spot defac'd; 
Tho' in my Face there's no affected Frown; 
Nor in my Carriage a feign d Niceneſs ſhown; 
I keep my Honour ſtill without a Stain, 
Nor has my Love made any Coxcomb vain. 
Your Boldneſs I with Admiration ſee; 
What Hope had you to gain a Queen like me? 
Becauſe a Hero forc'd me onee away, 
Am I thought fit to be a ſecond Prey? 
Had I been won, I had deſerv'd your Blame, 
But ſure my Part was nothing but the Shame: 
vet the baſe Thett to him no Fruit did bear, 
T'ſcap'd unhurt by any thing but Fear. 
„Aude Force might ſomeunwilling K iſſes gain, 
hut that was all he ever cou'd obtain. 
You on ſuch Terms would ne er have let me gos 
Vere he like you, we had not parted fo. 
W Untouch'dthe Youth reſtor d me to my Friends, 
And modeſt Uſage made me ſome amends, 
WT'is Virtue to repent a vicious Deed; 
Did he repent, that Paris might ſucceed? 
Sure tis ſome Fate that ſets me above Wrongs, 
et ſtill expoſes me to buſie Tongues, 75 
U not complain, for who's diſpleas d with Love 
f it lincere, diſcreet, and conſtant prove? 7 
put that I fear; not that I think you baſe, 
pr doubt the Weng Beauties of my Face; 
F a But 
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But all your Sex is ſubject to deceive, 
And ours, alas, too willing to believe. 
Yet others yield; and Love o ercomes the beſt: 
But why ſhouldI not ſhine abovethereſt? 
Fair Led#'sStory ſeems at firſtto be 
A fit Example ready found for me; 
But ſhe was Cozen'd by a borrow d ſhape, 
4 And under harmleſs Feathers felt a Rape: 
= It I ſhould yield, what Reaſon could I uſe? 
1 By what Miſtake the loving Crime excuſe? 

Her Fault was in her powerful Lover loſt, 

But of what Jupiter have I to boaſt? 
Tlho' you to Hero's, and ta Kings ſucceed, 
Dur Famous Race does no Addition need, 

Andgreat Alliances but uſeleſs prove | 

To one that's come herſelf from mighty Jove. 

Co then and boaſt inlomeleſs baughty Place 
Lour Phrygian Blood, and Priam's ancient Race, 

Which I would ſhew I valu d, if I durſt; 

Lou are the fitth from Fove, but I the firſt, 

The Crownof Trey is powerful I confeſs, 

ButT have Reaſon ta think ours no leſs. 

Your Letter fil d with Promiſes of all | 

That Men can good, and Women pleaſant l; 

Gives Expectation ſuch an ample Fiedd, 

As would move Gaddeſſes thermſelves to yield. 

But if Ie er offend great Tuns s Laws, 
Your ſelf ſhall be the dear the only Cauſe; 
Fither my Honour I'Vto Death maintain, 
/ "8 6 follow you withaut mean Thoughts ot Gain, 
Not that fo fair a Preſent I deſpiſe; | 
We like the Gift, when we the Giver prize. 
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But tis your Love moves me, which made you take 
'Such Pains, and run ſuch Hazards for my fake. 

L have perceiv'd((tho' diſembled too) 

Athouſand Things that Love has made you do: 

Your eager Eyes would almoſt dazle mine, | 
In which (wild Man) your wanton Thoughts wou d ſhine. 
Sometimes you'd ſigh, ſometimes diſorder d ſtand, , 
And with unuſual Ardor prefs my Hand; 

Contrive juſt aſter me to take the Glaſs, 

Nor would you let the leaſt Occaſion paſs, 

When oft I fear d, I did not mind alone, 

And bluſhing ſate for Things which you have done: 
Then murmur d to my ſelf, He'll for my fake 8 
Do any Thing; I hope twas no miſtake. 

Oft have I read within this pleaſing Grove, 

Under my Name, thoſe charming Words I Love. 
Ifrowning, ſee mid not tobelieve your Flame, 

But now, alafs, am come to write the fame, 

IfI were capable to do-amiſs, 

I could not but be ſenſible of this. 

For oh! your Face has ſuch peculiar Charms, 

That who can hold from flying to your Arms! 

But what Ine er can have without Offence, 
May ſome bleſt Maid poſſeſs with Innocence. 
Pleaſure may tempt, but Virtue more ſhould move Y 
Olearn of me to wantthe Thing you Love, — 
What you deſire is fought by all Mankind: | 
As you have Eyes, ſo others are not blind. 

Like you they ſee, like you my Charms adore, 
They wiſh not leſs, but you dare venture more, 
Oh! had youthenupon our Coaſts been brought. 
My Virgin Love whenthouſand Riyals ſought, n 
T 3. Tou 
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You had I ſeen, youſhonld have had my Voici 
Nor cou d my Husband juſtly blame my Choice. 
For both our Hopes, alas / you come too le; 5 
Another now is Maſter of my Fate. | 
More to my Wiſh Loud have liv d with vou, , 
And yet my.preſent Lot can undergo. 

Ceaſe to ſollicit a weak Woman's Will, 

And urge not her you Love, to fo much III. 

But let me live contented as I may, 

And make not my unſpotted Fame your Prey. 
Some Right you claim, ſince naked to your Eyes 
Three Goddeſſes diſputed Beauty's Prize. 

One, offer'd Valour, t'other Crowns, but ſhe 
Obtain'd her Cauſe, who ſmiling promis d me. 
Butfirſt I am not of Belicf ſo light, | 


To think ſuch Nymphs wou'd ſhew you ſuch a Sight. 


Tet granting this, the other Part is feigud; 


-  ABribe ſo mean, your Sentence had not gain d. 


With partial Eyes I ſhou'd my ſelf regard, 
To think that Venus made me her Reward: 
I humbly am content with human Praiſe; 

A Goddeſs's Applauſe wou'd Envy raiſe: 
But be it as you ſay, for tis confeſt, 

The Men, who flatter higheſt, pleaſe us belt 


That I ſuſpect it, ought not to diſpleaſe; 


For Miracles are not believ'd with eaſe. _ 

One Joy L have, that I kad Venus Voice; 

A greater yet, that you confirm'd her Choice ;. 

That proffer d Laurels, promis d Sov'reignty, . 

Funoand Palla: you conternn'd for me. 

Am Lyour Empire then, and your Renown? 
Wim Hear Gs Rock, but muſt by 25 de won? 
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And yet bear Witneſs, O you Pow'rsaboye, 
How rude I am ia all the Arts of Love! 
My Hand is yet untaught to write to Men: 
This is th Eſſay of my unpractis d Pen: 
| Happy thoſe Nymphs, whom Ulſe has perfect made; 
think all Crime, and tremble at a Shade. 4 
Ev'n while I write, my fearful conſcious Eyes Wat: 
Look often back, miſdoubting a Surpriſe. . = 
For now the Rumour ſpreads among the Croud, 
At Court in Whiſpers, but in Town aloud: 
Diſſemble you, whate'er you hear em ſay: ot * © 
To leave off Loving were your better Way, | 
Ye,if you will diſſemble it, you may Þ* r 
Love ſecretly: the Abſence of my Lord = 
More Freedom gives, but does not all afford: 1 
Long is his Journey, long will be his Stay, . 
Call'd by Affairs of Conſequenceaway. 2 
To go or not, when unreſolv d he ſtood, 7 | 
I bid him make what ſwift Return he cou'd: 
Then kiſſing me, he ſaid, I recommend 
All to thy Care, but moſt my Trojan Friend: 
ſmild at what he innocently faid, bK 
And only anſwer d, Yow-ſhall be obey d. FORT: +: 
Propitious Winds have born him far trom ERR * 
But let not this ſecuce your Conſidenee. wc 
Abſent he is, yet abſent he commands: 
You know the Proverb, Princes have long Hand.. . 
My Fame's my Burthen; for the more prais'd,.. 
A juſter Ground of Jealouſie is rais'd. ++ 
Werelleſs fair, I might have been more bleſt 467 . | 
Great __ FOR — is — 2 pA. 
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To leave me Rere his Venture was not hard, 
Becauſe he thought my virtue was my Guard. 
He fear d my Face, but truſted to my Life, 
The Beauty doubted, but believ'd the Wife. 
You bid me uſe th Oecaſion while can, 
Put in our Hands by the good eaſſe Man. 
I wou'd, and yet I doubt, *twixt Love and Fear, 
One draws me from you, and one brings me near. 
Our Flames are mutual, and my Husband's gone: 
The Nights are long; I fear to lys alone. 
One Houſe contains us, and weak Walls divide, 
And you're too preſſing to be long deny d: 
Lebt me not live, butey'ry Thing conſpires 
To join our Loves, and yet my Fear retires. 
You court with Words, when you ſhou'd Force imploy: F 
A Rape is requiſite to ſname- fae d Joy. 
Indulgent to the Wrongs which we receive, 
Our Sex can ſuffer what we dare not give. 
What have I faid! for both of us tere beſt, 
Our kindling Fire if each of us ſuppreſt. 
The Faith of Strangers is too prone to change, 
And, likethemſelves, their wand'ring Paſſions range. 
Hypſipile, and the fond Minonian Maid, . 
Were both by truſting of their Gueſts betray d. 
How can I doubt that other Men deceive, 
Wben you your ſelf did fair O Enome leave? 
But Jeſt I ſnou d upbraid your Treachery, 
You make a Merit of that Crime to me. 
\Yet grant you were to faithful Love inclin d, 
"Your weary Trojans wait but for a Wind. 
Should you prevail; while Taſſgnthe Night, 
- Your Sails are hoiſted, and you take your Flight: 
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gome bawling Mariner our Love deſtroys, 

And breaks aſunder our unfigiſh'd Joys. 

But I with you may leave the Spartan Port, 
Toview the Trojan Wealth and Priam's Court, 
Shown while 1 ſee, 1 ſhall expoſe my Fame 3 
And fill a foreign Country with my Shame. 

In Ala what Reception ſhall Lfindꝰ 

And what Diſhonour leave in Greece behind? 
What will your Brothers, Priam, Hecuba, 

And what will all your modeſt Matrons fay 7 
EV n you, when on this Action you reflect, 

My future Conduct juſtly may ſuſpect : 
And whate'er Stranger lands upon your Coaſt, 
Conclude mei by your own Example, loſt. 


I-from your Rage a Strumpet's Name ſhall hear, 


While you forget what Part in it you bear. 


You, my Crime's- Author, will my Crime upbraid:: 


Deep under Ground Oh let me firſt be laid! 
You boaſtthe Pomp and Plenty of your Land; 
And promiſe all ſhall be at my Command. 
Your Trojan Wealth, believe me, I deſpiſe; 
My own poor Native Land has dearer Ties. 
Shou d I be injur'd on your Phrygian Shore, 


What help ot "Kindred cou'd I there implore? 


Medea was by Faſon's Flatt'ry won: 


Imap, like her, believe, and be undone. 
Pain heneſt Hearts, like mine, ſuſpect no Cheat, 
Aud Love contributes td its on Deceit. 
The Ships, about whoſe Sides loud Tempeſts roar, 
Wich gentle Winds were watted from the Shoar” 

Wy 7 our teething Mother dream: a flaming Brand ==» 


f Sprung trom her Womb conſum d the Trojan Land. 
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To ſecond this, old Prophecies conſpire, 
That Ilium ſhall be burut with Grecian Fire: 
Both give me Fear, nor is it much allay d, 
That Venus is oblig d our Loves to aid. 
For they who loſt their Cauſe, Revenge will take; 
And for one Friend two Enemies you make. 
Nor can I doubt, but ſhou'd I follow you; 
The. Sword would ſoon our fatal Crime purſue : 
A Wrong ſo great my Husband's Rage wouldrouze, 
And my Relations would his Cauſe eſpouſe. 
You boaſt your Strength and Courage, but, alas! 
Your Words receive ſmall Credit from your Face. 
Let Heroes in the duſty Field delight, | 
Thoſe Limbs were faſhion d for another Fight. 
Bid Hector {ally from the Wallsof Troy, 
Aſweeter Quarrel ſhould your Arms imploy. 
Yet Fears like theſe ſnou d nat my Mind perplex, 
Were Tas Wiſe as many of my Sex, 
-, But Time and you may bolder Thoughts inſpire; . 
And I perhaps may yield to your Deſire. 
You laſt demand a private Nonference, 
Theſe are your Words, it I can gueſs your Senſe... 
- Your unripe Hopes their Harveſt muſt attend: 
de rul d by me, and Time may be your Friend. 
This is enough tolct you underſtand, 
For now my Pen has tir'd my tender Hand; 
My Woman knows the Secret of my Heart, 
Aud way hereafter better News impart. 
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PRENELOPE fo ULYSSES: 


The ARGUMENT. 


The Rape of Helen having carry'd all the Grecian Princes to 
the Siege of Troy; Ulyſſes, among the reſt, there figna-+ 
liz'd bis Manhood aud Prudence particularly. But the Siege 
being at an end, and he not returning with the other Cap 
tains, Penelope ſends this Letter in queſt of him. Shehad, 


render d herſelf as deſervedly famous on her part by reſiſt- - 
ing all the while the Importunity of her Suitors with an 


unuſual Conſtancy and Fidelity, She complains to Ulyſſes 
of their 3 ſhe likewiſe tells him her Apprehenſiuns 
and Fears for im during the War and ſince 3 acquainta 
him with the ill Poſture of his Family through his 4bſence,”. 
and deſires him to haſten Home asthe only mtans to ſet aii 
right again. RT BAIL 


5 Oy Your Penelope at length break home, 

Send no Excule, nor ſtay to write, but come: 
Our Trouble long, Trey does not hold you now; 
Nor twenty Doy's were worth all thisado. | 
Wou'd fome juſt Storm-and raging Sea had rows Ned 
The Ruffian, whenfor Lacedemon bound; * | 
I ſhould not then of tediousDayscomplain; * 
Non cold a · nights, and comfortleſs have lain; 
Nor ſhould this Pains to paſs the Exinings take, 
Aad work, and weave, ev'ntill my Fingers ake. 
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La ways fear d worſe Dangers than the true, 


(Asalways Loveunquiet Fears purſue) 


Fancy d thee by fierce Trojans compaſs d round, 


And Hectors Name ſtill track me to the Ground. 
When told of Nefor's Son, by Hector ſlain, 


Streight Neſtor s Son rais'd all my Fears again. 
When for his Sham how dear Patroclus paid: 
Iwept to find that Wit no better ſped, 
Tlepolemus by Trojan Jav lin kilbd. 

Through all my Veins an icy Terror thrill d: 
Whatever Greek: miſcarry'd in the Fray, 

I fainted, 'and tell (well nigh) dead as they. 
Heav'n for chaſte Love has better Fate in ſtore, 
My Husband lives, and Troy is now no mote, 
Our Captains well return da each Altar flames, 
And Temples all Barbarian Booty crams; 


For their ſafe Loves the Women Off rings bring, 


And Trojan Fates by ours defeated ſing. 


All ſtand amaz'dto hear both old and young, 


And liſt uing Wives upon their Husbands hung, 
Some on the Table draw each bloody Fight, 
And ſpilling Wine the whole ſad Liad write. 
This Si mois, that the Sigean Land, 

And there did Priam's lofty Palace ſtand, 

Here skulk d Ulyſſes, there Achilles dar d. 
There Hector torn, the foaming Horſes ſcar d. 
All did old Neſtar to your Son Explain, 

To ſeek you ſent; who told me all again. 


Your Sword how Dolon, no, nor Rheſus ſcap d, 


Banter d the one, this takenashe-napp'd. 
Fool-hardy you, and usremembring ill, 
Nightly amidſt thoſe Thracian Tents to ſteal, 
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There Numbers ſlay, one only aidingthee, 
Thou haſt been wiſe, and would'ſt have thought ume. 
Still pant I; told, how all in Triumph brane, 128 1 
Round youn Friends Camp thoſe — 
But what avails ĩt me that Troy did yields. 
And by your Proweſs now the Town'sa Field? 
As when Norte od, I ſtill remain alone: 
Th' Effect continues, tho the Cauſe is gone 1 
To others ſack d, to only me upheld, _ .. 4201 1 
Ey'nwhilſt.it lies by Greek Abiders till d. | | = 
For Priam's Tow'rs, now lofty Corn appears, 2 
And Phrygian Blood a pond'tous Harveſt rears, -* 
No Houle remains, nought of a Trojan found, 
Unleſs you dig their Bones from under Ground, 
Where art thou. Conqueror ? whatdetains thee now? 
Or may not I your new Atchievements know! - 2 
Whatever Skipper hither com es aſnore, 
For thee I ask, and ask him o er and o'er ; 
Nor parts he, till I ſeribble half a Sheer, Tk 
To give thee, ſhould ye ever chance to meet. 37 2 
We ſent to Pylas, Neſtar sancient Seat, 21 1682 U 45 * 
From Pylos we no certain Tidings get: 3 
To Sparta ſent, the Spartans nothing know, 1 | 
What Courſe you ſteer, nor where you wander nom 
Wou'd thole fameGod-built Walls were ſtanding ftill,. 
(Now I Repent that &er I wiſh d em ill) 
Then where thou fought'ſt, I ſurely banden. 

Nor, fave for War, the common Grievance, mourud. 
Now, what I know not, all I madly fear, 
And a wild Field lies open to my Care. 
y Seca, or Land whatever Dangers ſway, 
Thoſe I ſuſpect the Cauſes of your Stay. 
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Whilſt thus I imply muſe who knows'your Mind / 
Perhaps abroad ſome other Love youfind : 
Perhaps to her your dowdy Wife define; | 
Who knows no more, ſo that her Cup-board ſhine, 
No; vaniſh jealous Thoughts, not fright me more, 
He wou d be with me, were it in his PowW . 

My Sire would force me trom my Widow's Bed, 
Blames my Delay, and chides and ſhakes his Head. 
Let him chide on, yours Rill, yours only, I, 
Penelope, Ulyſſes' Wife will die. 

Yet by my chaſte Deſires, and Virtue bent, 

His Temper does a little now-Relent. 

From Crete and Samos, Rh des and Zant ſet out, 
To Court me come a wild unruly Rout; 

Who tevel in your Houſe without controul, 

And eat, and waſte your Means, our Blood and Soul. 
Of Medon, Polybus, Piſander, fell | 
Evrymachus, alas, why ſhould I tell? 

With many more (you ſadly out o th? way) 
Fed here, and omyour Subſtance let em prey. 
The Beggar Irus, and that Goat- herd Clown, 
Nelanchius, range and rummage up and down. 
So kept your Houſe, ſuch ſtout Defenders we, 

A helpleſs Wife, old Man, and little Boy; 

Whom late by Tfeach'ry we had well nigh loſt, . 
*Gainſt all our Minds as he to Pylos croſt: 

But Heav'ns. preſer ve him till he die ia Courſe, . 
Having firſt-clos'd mine Eyes, and alſo yours. 

Thus the old Nurſe, the Hind, and Hogherd pray 3 ; 
True Servants all, and faithful in their Way. 
Difarm'd by Age, Laeriss is not fit. 


Amidſt theſe Bullies to maintain your * 
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Age, if he lives, Telemachus may bring 

To Strength, but yet he needs his Father's * 
I. what am l Alas my Help is ſmall?, 

Come you, the Strength and Satety of us all, 

So may your Son in virtuous Arts inereaſe, 

Jo may the Old Laertes die in Peace; 

who in my Bloom did at your Parting mourn;, n;; 
Iwither d grow in waiting your Return. | 


Nrer Lor 
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By the Honourable Mrs. VH. 4R TON. 


P this low Epiſtlo ſends | 
To him on whom her future Hope depends; 
"Tis your Penelope, diſtreſs'd, forlorn, 
Wbo asks no Anſwer, but your quick Return. | 
Priam and Troy, the Grecian Dames juſt Hate, #* 
Have long ere this, tis knowyn, receiv'd their Fate, þ 
For whichthy Abſence pays too dear a Rate. 
O ere my Hopes and Joys had found their Graves, 

Why did gat Faris periſh by the Waves? - 

I ſnouldnotthen paſs tedious Nights alone, 

Courtiũg witlrfervent Breath the riſimg dun; * 

But all in vin, for Day is Night tome: 

Nor Day nor Night brings Comfort, ouly cher. 

My tender Hauds with weaving wouldnot tire, 

Nor my ſoft Thoughts withunobtaigd Pere. 

Still did my Mind new fearful Forms preſent 

To kill my Hopes, and raiſꝭ m content. 

Love, jcalous Love, has mae then Eagles Eyes 

To ſpy out Sorrows, but o et k our Joys;. 
Ttancy d furious Trojans {till were nigh 

To ſlay my Lord, and all my Hopes deſtroy, 

As there the Arms of Hector ſtill prevail, 

Here at his very Name my Cheeks grew pale; 

When told Antilochus by him was lain, 

My Hopesdecay'd, my Fears reviv d again. 

I wept when young Patroclus was o'erthrown, 

To find how weak the Arts of Wit were grown, The 
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Deeds of fierce Tlepolemus alarm'd 

My tender Soul, aud all thy Spirits charm'd, 

Each fatal Scene Griet of my Heart did ſhow, 

Whate er they felt, 1 ſuffer'd here for yu. 

But virtuous Love propitious Heay'n befriends, 

My Husband's ſafe, on whom my Life depends; 

Trey is O'etthtown, and all our Sorrow ends. 

The Grecians Triumph, they at large declare 

The Falt of Ilium, and the Foes Deſpair. 

Old Men and tender Malds with Pleaſure hear 

The fatal End of all their Griefs and Fear. 

The joyful Wife from foft Embraces now y 

Will hardly time to hear theſe Tales allow, 

Forgets long Abſence, and renews her Vow. 
Some on the Tables their feign'd Combats draw, 

With ſparing Bowls the Victor ſpeaks his Joy, 

And with {pilt Wine deſcribes the famous Trey; 

Here, ſays he, Priam's Palace did appear, 

The far-fam'd River Si mois glided here 

Here twas Achilles fought, Ulyſſes too; 

At that to guard my Heart my Spirits flew : 

Achille mighty Name pas d careleſs by, 

But at this Name Penelope could dye. 

One ſhows the Place where mangled Hector lay, 

To fierce Achille Fury made a Prey, 

Deſcribes the Horſes which his Body drew, 

Taught by an Inſtin& they before ne er knew, 

To fear the Man, ho could no more pur ſue. 

Breathleſs on Earth was laid the Soul of Troy, 

The Army's Triumph, and the City's Joy. 


Wocut to enquire of Dangers which. were paſt. 


This Neſtor told your Son, v-hom my fond haſte: | 


= = 
8 7 * 
a * o — 


114 OIL EPISTLES. 


He told how Reſius was with Dolon ſlain; 
Theſe tedious Tales did but augment my Pain, | 
I liſten'd ſtill to hear of you again. - | 
How truly Valiant were you, tho Unkind 7 
Lou little thought of what you left behind, 
When in the Night you ventur'd to invade | 
The Thracian Camp, my Soul was fill'd with dread, | 
Aſſiſted but by one their Strength you prove, | 
Too ſtrong your Courage, but too weak your Love. { 
But what remains to me for Conqueſts paſt, ] 
If, like that City, ſtill my Hopes lye waſte ? | 
Your Preſence would my ſpringing Joy renew 3 1 
Would Troy were glorious ſtill, fo I had you. \ 
Others I ſee their Victories enjoy, \ 
Driving along the fatted Spoils of Troy: =) 
4 
A 
T 
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Th unhappy Beaſts compeli'd turn Rebels now, 
And where their Captive Maſters mourn, muſt Plough. 
Where barren Walls were once, now fruitful Fields. 
Expect the Sjckle, and glad Harveſt yield. 
Still they inſult upon the conquer d Foes, | 
Raiſing their bury'd Limbs with crooked Ploughs; | 


Ev'n Death to them is not the End of Woes, 

Graſs grows, where once the Tower's erected high 

Of lately Ilium durſt out-face the Sky, 

But why do I glad Victories relate ? 

I have no Conqueſt, butthe Conquet'd's Fate. 

Thou, mighty Victor, from my Arms art fled, 

Deſpair here triumphs, and my Comfort's dead; 

Thy Image ſtill I find within my Heart, 

But if thou ſtay'ſt, with that and Lite I part. 
Whatever Stranger lands upon aur Shore, 

Thither run, wing d Hope flies on before; 


* 
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ask, Whereis my Lord? Will he return? 

Is he in Health? Or muſt I ever mourn? 

Then to his Hands a Letter ſtrait I give, 

And cry, Give this to him in whom I live. 

But if no quick Reply the Stranger makes, 
The ſpringing Blood my trembling Cheeks forkes. 
I fear your Death, and more I tear your Scorn, 

I think Penelope is now forlorn, . . 
Ulyſſes falſe, and all his Vows forſworn, 

1 ſent to Pylos to enquire for thee, _ 

But found thee there a Stranger as to me; 

To Sparta, bit could there no Tydings bea: 5 
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Where art thou, my Ulyſſes, tell me where ? 
Wheredoſt thou hide thy ſelt t encreaſe my Fear ? 
None of thy Victories to me return, 

Apollo's City's vanquiſh'd, yet I mourn : 

Ah! would it ſtood, that Scene of Pomp and Pride... 
Then I ſhould know where allmy Hopes reſide: _ 

But now, alas! I know not here thou art, 

My Vows are turn d, and help to break my Heart. 

What may be, tho' tis not, augments my Care, 

I know not where to limit now my Fear; 

My Sorrows wander in fo large a Field, 

| tear all Dangers Sea and Earth can yield. 

| Forgive me, dear Ulyſſes, it ſometimes 

My eager Love dares tax thy Heart of Crimes. 
ſometime think ſome crafty Stranger may 

ave made thy abſent wandring Heart a Prey; 

here to make ſure the Vows to her are (worn, 

Penelope each day is made a Scorn. 8 
Tou telb'ſt her, the weak Diſtaff is my Care 
know no Art the Conqu'ror ta enſnare; te 
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The homely Duties of a Wife I prove, 
Butnever knew to frxr'a wandring Love. 
When thus I think, Im fill d with deep Deſpairs;. 
Then ftrait I rave; andchide away thoſe Fearg; 
Ithink thou rt true, and were it in thy Pow'r 
Ulyſſes were Penelope s this Hour. | 
My Father adds to my infulting Fate, 
Bidding me quit thoſe Robes and widow'd State; 
And laughs to hear me feigh ſome weak Excuſe, 
Rather than all my Vows arid Hopes abuſe: 
But let him laugh, I'm thine and only thine, 
The much I fear Ulyſſes is not mine; 
My fix d Reſolves at length have conquer d him, 
He thinks I may be true without a Crime, 
Slaves I have many, who affect to move, 
But vainly tempt my fix d and conſtant Love: 
Vain, youthful, gay, endu'd with all thoſe Arts 
Which captive and ſecure leſs faithful Hearts; 
They Lord it here o'er all, now thou'rt away, _ + 
Thy Wealth is theirs, who bleſs thy kind Delay, þ 
Allbut thy Wife to them is made a Prey. 
— Why ſhould I reckon up each hated Name, 
Hateful to me, and cruetto thy Fame? 
Are fierce thro Pow'r, I feeble throꝰ Deſpair, 

Why ſhould I name the ſly Eurymachus, 
The curs'd and covetous Altinows ? 
Ulyſes, theſe and more to thy Diſgrace 
Live on thy Riches, while thy Herds decreaſe ; 

The mean Melazthus and poor Irus too [ 
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Are ever in the way t'afſiſt the Crew, 
— Whoſecareleſs Riots all my Hopes undo: 


PENELOPE #0 Urxssks. 


Alone upon thy Suceour we depend, 

Weare but Three, andweakly we defend; 

Tam a Woman, and Laerte old, 

Telemachus too young, the Foe too bold; 
Telemachus gigh loſt the other Day, + £:£'S 
For hetor Pylos had prepar'd his way | 
Againſt my Will, who ne'er could have deGgn'd 

Parting with th' only Pledge you left behind. 

O may he live, that when I'm treed by Death, 
Ulyſſes Soul may in his Boſom breath, | 
Thelittle Family you left behind | 
Thus pray for him, whom all the Gods defign'd * { 
Heir to thy Wealth, and to thy richer Mind. b 
Laertes monglt his Voes isold and weak, | 

His Pow'rdecays, in vain his Help I ſeek. 

Your Son may live, the Foe may growleſs ſtrong, 

As yetthey're pow'rful, and their Hopes are young. 
Return, my wandring Lord, the only Scope, | 

Of all dur Pray rs, the End of all our Hope; 

Return, and teach your Son, like you, to know 

The Arts to govern, and ſubduca Foe ; Dang 
Inſtruct his tender Years tor Learning fit, 

His Blood is thine, and thine may be his Wit; 

Return, and bleſs Laertes, ere he dies, 

With thy dear Sight, then cloſe his willing Eyes; 

Return, and bleſs thy Wife, whoſe Youth decays 
With ſhedding Tearsatthy unkind Delays, | } e 
Return, Life of our Hopes, Light of our Days. 
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2 Proud. Argo in Theſalia's Hatbour lies. 

: Lyvould your afe Return; 

But from your Pen 1 ſhould that Safety learn. TO * 


ben from my lighted Coaſt SS 
- " - Spightof the Winds, you ſhow'd bels Faith em: 
erstes mucktenjoy mydeareſt Lord. 
Sure I deſet vd one Line; one tender Word. - 
. WhydidFamefirſt, and not their Conqu'ror, ſhow, 1 


PowWar's fierce God faw his tam d Bulls at Plow, | 
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How th Earth-born Warriors raſh, and how they fell. 

By their own Swords, without your conqu ring Steel. 

How in your Charms the fetter d Dragon lay, . _ 

Whilſt your bold Hand bore the curꝭd Gold away. 

When doubtful Tongues ſhall Jaſon s Wonders tell, 

would ] could ſay, See here's my Orgele. 

But tho unkind Love's Silence l de 1332 

Your Heart ſtill mine, I would deſire more. ; | 

But ah, that Hope is vain; —a Witch feſtroyys 

My fancy d Pleaſures, and my promis d Joys. 

Would I could ſay (but oh, Love's Fear's too ſtrong!) 

Would I could fay, I guiltleſs Jaſon wrong. 

Lately a Gueſt came from th Hemonian Land: 

My Door ſcarce reach d, with Tranſport I demand 

How fares my Jaſon? His ſad Look he bore, 

Fixt with an ominous Silence on the Floor. | 

My Robes I tore, and thus, with Horror, cry'd, 

Lives he? ot with one Wound both Hearts muſt bleed 

He lives, ſaid he; to which I made him wear: 

He ſwore by Heav'n, yet I retaig'd my Fear. 

My Senſe returned to ask your Deeds; he ſaid, iP 

That the yok d Bulls of Mars in Chains you led 

The Snakes own Teeth a Crop of Heroes bore. 

Whilſt a rough native Caſe their Limbs buskt o er: 

And by their own Inteſtine Fury lain ; 

One Day's ſhort Age compleatstheiraQive Reign. 

Again I ask, Do's my dear Faſon live? 

Such Ebbs and Flows Love's Fears and Hopes do gives... 

He fatally proceeds, and with much art 

Would hide, yet ſhews the Falſeneſs of your Heart. 

Ah, where's your Nuptial Faith, that flatt ring Stile, 

Leve's Toreb, more fit to light my Fun ral Pille? 
| "1 
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Thaveno lawleſs Plea to Faſon's Love; 
Juno and Hymen our juſt Chaplets wove : 


Ah no! not theſe mild Gods: Erinnys Hand, 


Atour curſt Rites, held her infernal Brand, 
Why to my Lemme: did your Veſſel ſteer ? 
Or why, fond Fool, did I admit you here? 


Here no bright Ram with golden Glory ſhone, 


Nor was my Lemmosthe Ztean Throne. 


 Atfirſt—(but Fate sal faint Reſolyes withſtand) 


I thought t expel you with a female Hand, 
The Lemnian Ladies are in Arms well skilld: 
Their Guard has been my Life's ſecureſt Shield, 
But in my City, Roof, my Soul receiv'd, 
For two bleſt Years my darling Jaſon liv d. 
Forc d the third Summer to a end 

Mixt with his Tears theſe parting ae fell, 
Do not at our divided Fates repine, | 
Thine I depart, to return ever Thine. 

May our yet unborn Pledgelive long, to prove 
The Object of its Rival Parents Love. 


 "Twixt Sighs and Tears, thro? thole falſe Gales did pour 


Theſe falſer Show rs, till Grief could ſpeak no more. 
You were the laſt the fatal A reach'd, 
Whoſe ſwelling Sails th' o'erhafty Winds had ftretch'd. 
The furrowing Keel the Sea's green Surface plow d: 
Youtothe Shore, to th' Seas l gazing bow'd. 

In haſteT ran to an adjacent Tow'r: - 

My Tears o er all my Face and Boſom ſhow'r, 

There my wet monty waſted Jout purtag, 
Andev'n beyond their natural Opticks flew. 
A thouſand Vows for your Return I made; 
You are retura'd, and they — bepuid. 


My 


— 
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My Vows for curs d Medea's Triumphs pay ! 

My Heart to Grief, my Love to Rage gives way. 
Shall | deck Temples, and make Altars ſhine, 

For that falſe Man that lives, but lives not mine! 

I never was ſecure. Twas my long Dread, 

You by your Father's Choice aGreek might wed. 

To noGreek Bride, t an unexpected Foe, 

My Wounds I t' a Barbarian Harlot owe: 

One who by Spells and Herbs, does Hearts ſurpriſe: 
Nor are her Slaves the Trophies of her Eyes. 1 


she from her Courſe the ſtruggling Moon would bold, 


The Sun himſelf in Magick Shades infold; 

She curbs the Waves, and ſtops the rapid Floods, 

And from their Scats removes whole Rocksand Naar 
With her diſhevell'd Hair the wand'ring Hag 

Does half- burt Bones from their warm Aſhes dug 

In molten Wax, tho abſent, kills by Art, $243 628 
Arm d with her Nee lle, goars a tortur d Hear. 
Nay what Deſert and Form ſhould only _ | 
By Philters ſhe ſecures her Faſor's Love. 0 
How can joudoaron e iternal ce, N 
And ſleep ſecurely ina Sen Armee 
You, as the Bulls, endet ber Yoke ſubdue, | Vo 
And as ſhetam'd the Dragon, Conquers uu. 

Tho your great Deeds, and no leſs Race you Boaſt, 
Link d to that Fiend your ſullied Fame is loſt. 

Nay by the cenſuring World tis juſtly thought, 

Your Conqueſts by her Sorceries were wrought; 

And the Phryxean Ram's Triumphant Oar, It! 
They ſay, not Faſon, but Medea borme. 
This Northern Bride your Parents — 9 5 
Conſult your rDuty in your Nobler Love. "7,7 208 
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Let ſome wild Sqthian her loath d Bed poſſeſs, 

A Miſtreſs only fit for Savages. 

Faſon, more falſe, more changeable than Wind, 

Have Vows no Weight, and Oaths no Pow'r to bind ? 
Mine you departed: ah, return minetoo, 

Let my kind Arms their long loſt Scenes renew. 

It high Birth, and great Names your Heart can turn, 
Know, I'm the Royal Thoa Daughter born. 
Bacchus my Grandſire is, whoſe Bride diviue 

All leſſer Conſtel ations does out-ſhine. 

MyDower Theſe and Fertile Lemnos make, 

All theſe and me, thy equal Title, take. 

Nay I'm a Mother: A kind Father be, 

And ſoften all the Pains I've born for thee. 

Yes Heay'n with Twins has bleſt our Genial Bed; 
And would you in their Look their Father read ? 

His treacherous Smiles they are too young to wear, 
In all things elſe you Il find your Picture there: 
IL ad ſent thoſe Envoys in theſe Letters ſtead, 

Both for their own and Mother's Wrongs to plead, 
Had not their Stepdame's Murthers bid em ſtay; 
Too dear a Treaſure for that Monſter's Prey. 
Would her deat Rage, that rent her Brother's Bones, 
Spare my young Blood, or hear their tender Groans? 
Yetin your Arms this dearer Traitreſs lies; 

Above my Truth, you this falſe Pois'ner prize. 

This mean Adult rate Wretch was baſely kind; 
Love's ſacred Lamp our chaſte Embraces join d; 
Her Father ſhe betray'd, mine lives by me, 

1 Lemnos' Pride, ſhe Colchos Infamy. 

And thus he: Guile my Piety outvies, | 

Whilſt with her Crimes, ker Dow'r your Heart ſhe buys. 
Falle 


Py 
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* I blame, not wonder at the Rage 

O'th' Lemnian Dames: Wrongs do all Arms ingage. 

Suppoſe, in Vengeance to your Guilt, juſt Heav'n 

Had on my Shore the perjur'd Faſon driv'n ; 

Whilſt I with my young T'wins to meet you came, 
And made you call on Rocks to hide your Shame, 

How could you look upon my Sons and Me? 

Traitor, what Pains, what Death too bad for thee ? 

Perhaps indeed I Faſon had not hurt, 

But 'tis my Mercy more than his Deſert: 

The Harlot's Blood had ſprinkled all the Place, 

Daſh'd in your faithleſs, and once charming Face. 

I to Medea, ſhould Medea prove: 

And, if Fove hears the Pray rs of injur'd Love, 

May that loath'd Hag, that has my Bed enjoy d, 

Be by my Fate and her own Arts deſtrey'd. 

Like mea Mother, and a Wife forlorn, 

Be from her Raviſh'd Lord and Children tern. 

May her ill-gotten Trophies never laſt, 

But round the World be th' hunted Monſter chac d. 

Thoſe Dooms her Sire, and murther'd Brother met, 

May ſhe t her Husband and her Sons repeat. 

Driv'n from the World, let her attempt the Skies, 

Tillin Deſpair by her own Hand ſhe dies. 


hus wrong'd Thoautius prays, yaur Lives curſt Remnant 
lead, 


n Execrable Pair, in a Deteſted Bed. 
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Jaſon arrives with his Companions at Colchos, where the 
Golden Fleece was kept, which before he can obtain, he is 
to undertake ſevera ar ab to yoke the Will 
Bulls, then ro ſow the Serpent Teeth; from whence ſhoull 
inſtantly riſe an Army, with which be muſt tncounter ; an} 
laſtly to make his Paſſage by the Dragon that wever ſlejt, 
In order ta this, he ſollicits Medea, Daughter to the King, 
and sttilful in Charms, by whoſe Afftance 19 Promiſe of 
love) he gainsthePrize. Then flies with her; the Xi 
purſues them. Medea hills her little Brother, ſcatter: hy 
Limbs, and whilſt the King ſtays to gather them up, eſcapeſ 
with her Lover into Theſſaly; where ſhe reſtores decreji 
Mon to his Youth. On the ſamePromiſe perſuades Pelia 
his Daughters to let vut their Father's Blood,” bnt deceit Wi 
fully leaves them Guilty of Parricide. Fus this; aud othe Wi 
Crimes, Jaſon gaſis her off: marries Creũſa Daughter: WP 
Creon King of Corinth; on which the enrag d Medea, as 
cording to the various tranſports of her Paſſion, writti 
this complaining, ſoothing, and menacing Epiſtle, 


E T I found Leiſure, tho'a Queen, to free 
4 By Magick Artsthy Grecian Friends and thee; + 
The Fates ſbould then have finiſh'd, with my Reign, 
The Life that ſince was one continu'd Pain. 
Who wo have dreamt the Youthot diſtant Greece, 
Shoulde'cr haye fail'd to ſeize the Phrygian Fleece! 
» That th' Argo ſhould in View of Colchos ride! ; 
A ecian Army ſtem the Phaſian Tide ! Wh 
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Why were thoſe Snares, thy Locks, ſo tempting made? 
A Tongue ſo falſe, ſo pow'rful to perſuade! - 
No doubt but he that had ſo raſnly fought 
Our Shore, with the fierce Bulls unſpelld had fought, 
And fondly too th Arms-bearing Seed had fown, * 
'Till by the Crop the Tiller were o'erthrown. X 
How many Frauds had then expir'd with thee! 
As many killing Griefs remov'd from me! 
is ſome Relief, when ill Returns are made, 
With Favours done th Ingrateful to upbraid: 
This Triumph will afford fome little Eaſe, 
Falſe Fa/on leaves me this... 
When firſt your doubttul Veſſel reach d our Port, 
And you had Entrance to my Father's Court; 
There was I then, what now your new Bride's here, 
My Royal Father might with bers compare. 
With Princely Pomp was your Arrival grace d, 
The meaneſt Greek on Thrian Beds weplac'd, 
Then firſt I gazd my Liberty away! 
And date my Ruin from chat fatal Day ! 
Fate puſht me on, and with your Charms combin's; - 
I view'd your ſparkling Eyes, till I was blind. 
You ſoon perceiv'd, for who cou d ever hide 
A Flame that by its own Light is deſcry d? 


But now that Task's propos d, and thou muſt tame - | 


The Bulls with brazen Hoofs, and Breath ot Flame. 
With theſe the fatal Field thou art to Plow, 

From whence a ſudden Hoſt of Foes muſt grow. 

Thoſe Dangers paſt, ſtill tothe Golden Prey 

The baleful fiery Dragon guards the Way. 

Thus ſpake the King; your Knights ſtart from the Feaſt, 
Andey'n your Checksa pa'e Deſpair conſeſt. 
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Where then was your ador'd Creiiſas Dow's ? 

And where her Father Creon's boaſted Pow'r ? 

Sad went'ſt thou forth; my pitying Eyes 5 

I ſigh' d, and after ſent a ſoft Adieu! 

In reſtleſs Tears l ſpent that tedious Night, 
Preſenting ſtill thy Dangers to my Sight; 
The Savage Bulls, and more the ſavage Hoſt, 

But th' horrid Serpent did affright me moſt! 
Thus toſt with Fear and Love, (Fear ſwell d the Flame) 
My Siſter early to my Apartment came; 

ad and de jected ſhe ſurpriz d me there, 

With Eyes diſtilling, and diſnevelld Hair; 

On your behalf ſhe ſought me, nor cou'd crave 
Ny Aid for you, ſo freely as I gave! 

A Grove there is, anawful gloomy Shade, 

Too cloſe for ev'n the Sun himſelf t invade, 

Theſe Woods with great Diana's Fane were grac d, 
th'midſt the Goddeſs on high Tripods plac'd, 
There (it that Place you can remember yet, 

Who have forgotten me) 'twas there we met. 
Then, thus in ſoft deluding Sounds you faid.... 
Take Pity on our Suff rings, Royal Maid! 

« Reftpleas'd, Thou haſt thePow'r to kill, but give 
© Proots of Diviner Might, and make us Live! 

« By our Diſtreſſes (which thy Art alone 

Has Pow'r to ſuccour,) By th' all-ſceing Sun , 

« By the chaſte Deity that governs here, 

«. And what-c'er elſe you Sacred hold or Dear, 
Take pity on our Youth, and bind us ſtill. 

« Eternal Servants to Medea's Will ! 
And if aStranger's Form can touch your Mind, 


« (It ſuch bleſt Fate was cer for me deſign d) 
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This Fleſh to Duſt diſſolve, this Spirit to Air, 

« When I think any but Medea Fair. 

ge conſcious Juno witneis to my Vovv, 

* And thisdread Goddeſs at whoſe Shrine we bow. 

Yourcharming Tongue ſtopt here, and left the reſt 

To be by yet more pow'rful Tears expreſt, 

I yield—and by my Art inſtruct you now, 

To yokethe Braſs-hooft Bulls, and make'em plow. 

Then with a daring Hand you ſow the Field, 

That for an Harveſt does an Army yield; 

Ev'nI look pale, that gave the pow'rful Charms, 
. To ſee the wondrous Crop,of ſhining Arms! 
Till th* Earth-bora Brothers in fierce Battel join'd, 
Their ſudden Lives more ſuddenly refign'd: 
The Serpent next, a yet moredangerous Toil, 
With ſcaly Boſom plows the yielding Soil, 
O'erſhades the Field with vaſt expanded Wings, 
And brandiſhes in Air his threatning Stings ! 
Where was Creiſa at this needful hour? 
Where then were her fam d Charms and matchleſs Dow'r? 
Medea, that Medea, that is now -- 
Deſpis'd, thought poor, held guilty too by you, 
Tas ſhe that charm d the waketul Dragon's Sight, 
Gave you the Fleece, and then ſecur d your 1 : 
To merit you, what could [more have done? CET 
My Father Thetray, my Country nun. | 1 
And all the Hazards of an Exile run! | 
Tho', whiltI yield me thus a Robber's Prize, * 
My tender Mother in my Abſence dies, =o | 
Andat her Feet my breathleſs Siſter lyes. £202 20P | 
Why left I not my Brother too cold Fear *Y 
e and I muſt finiſn here!! 
84 


For after Guilt, what can a Woman fear? 


128 Ovi D' EriSTLES. 


This Hand that tore the Infant in our Flight, 
What then it dar d to act, dreads now to write. 
Tothe rough Seas undaunted I repair; 


Why ſcap d gur Crimes thoſe Seas? we ſhould have dy d; 
For Falſhood thou, and I for Parricide, 
The juſtling Iſles ſhould there have daſh'd our Bones, 
And hung us Piece - meal on the ragged Stones; 
Or Scylla gorg' d us in his rav nous Den. 
Wrong d Scylla thus ſnou d ule ingrateful Men! 
Charybdis too ſhould in our Fate have ſhar d, | 
Nor ought ot our ſad Wreck her Whirl-pool ſpar d. 
Yet ſafe we reach your Shore: the Phrygian Fleece 
Is made an Off ring to the Gods of Greece, 

The Pelian Daughters pious Bloody Deed 

I paſs, that raſhly made their Father bleeds | 

Your Safety tas that drew ma to this Fraud: 
The Guilt that others blame, you ſhau'tapplaydt 
But ſtead of Thanks, your Court Lam fecbid: 
Your ſelf for bad me, taithleſs Faſen did! 
With none but my two Infants I depart. | 
And Faſon's Form, that ne er fox ſakes my Heart, | 
At length thy Rev'ling Nuptial Songs ſarprize 
My wounded Rar, thy Nuptial Torch my Eyes; 
The Rabble ſhout; the Clamour nearer drew. 
And as it came more near, more dread ful grew: 

My Servarts weep in Corners, andrefuſe  - 
Th' ingrateful Task of ſuch unwelcome News! 
Lyet forbear t enquite, tha ſtill my Breaſk 
The dreadful Apprehenkanedid fuggelt. 1 2993 4 19%. 355 
My youngeſt Bay now tromthe Window ipy'd | 
Tha coming Pomp. A cans cty'ds! (cr 
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In Love my pow ꝰyfull'ſt Herbs are uſelefs made, 
In vain is Hecare ſummon d to my Aid; 

I ſigh the Day, the Night in Watches ſpend, 
No Slumbers on my careful Bros deſcend - 
With Poppies Juice in vain my Eyes I ſteep, 

And try the Charm that made the Dragon fleep;. 
only reap no Profit trom my Charms! 
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« Look Mother, look ! ſee where my Father rides, 
With ſhining Reins his Golden Chariot guides. 
At this, my pale forſaken Breaſt I tore, 4 
Nor ſpar d the Face, whoſe Beauties charm no more. 
Alas! what did I ſpare! ſcarce cou d I ſpare 
My Honour, {carcely thee, cou'd ſcarce forbear 
To force my Paſſage to thy Chariot now, 
And tear theGarland from thy perjur'd Brow. 

Offended Father, now thy Griefsdiſeharge! Ts. 
My Brother's Blood is now reveng d at large. - 
The Man (for whom I fled and injur'd thee! 7” 
Whoſe Love ſole Comfort of my Flight cou'd be) | 
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Th' ingrateful Man has now forſaken me! 

I tam'd the Bulls, and cou'd the Serpent bind, 
But for perfidious Love no Spell can find: 

The Dragon's baleful Fires my Arts ſuppreſt, 
But not the Flames that rage within my Breaſt. 
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They ſav d, but ſav d thee for my Rival's Arms! 
There, cauſe you know the Theme will grateful be, 
Perhaps you're fo unjuſt t exclaim on me! 

To tax my Manners, rally on my Face, - 

And make th Adultreſs ſport with my Diſgrace 
Laugh on, proud Dame; but know thy Fate is nig 
When thou ſhalt yet more vretched be than I; 
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When wrong'd Medeaunreveng'd ſits ſtill, 
Sword, Flame, and Poiſon, have forgot to kill. 
It Pray'rs the flinty Zaſor's Breaſt can move, 
My juſt Complaint will ſure ſucceſsful prove, 
Stretch'd at thy Feet a ſuppliant Princeſs ſee; 
uch was thy Poſture, when ſhe pity d thee. 
And tho'a Wite's diſcarded Title fail, 
My Infants ſtill are thine, let them prevail! 
So much th are thine, ſo much thy Likeneſs bear, 
_ Each Look 1 caſt, is follow 'd by a Tear. 
Now by the Gods, by all our paſt Delights, 
By thoſedear Pledges of our Am'rous Nights, 
Reſtore to me thy Love; 1 claim my Due;. 
Be to my Merit, and thy Promiſe true. 
L ask thee not what I perform 'd for thee, - 
To ſet me from fierce Bulls and Serpents free; 
L only crave thy Love, thy Lovereſtore, . 
For which Pve done ſo much, and ſuffer'd more. 
\ Do'ſt thou demand a Dow- r twas paid that Day 
When thou didſt bear the Golden Fleeceaway: . 
Thy Life's a Dow'r, and thy dear Foll'wers Health, 
The Youth of Greece; weigh theſe with Creow's Wealth. 
To me thou owꝰſt that thou art Creon's Heir, 
That now thou liviſt to call Crei ſa Fair! 
You've ward d me all, and on you al but hold, 
Lform Revenge, too mighty to be told! 
My Thoughts are now to th'utmoſt Ruin bent l 
Perhaps I ſhall the fatal Rage repent. | 
But on for I (hate er the Miſchiet be) 
Ahall leſs repent than that I truſted thee!. 


n. my Breaſt, 25 
Cin ſee the dark Revenge my — 

I Fonly know 'twill ſoon effected be 

. be Vaſt, and Worthy me. 
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By Mr. OT WA T. 
The ARGUMENT. 


} 
4 


Theſeus, the Son of Ægeus, having ſlain the Minotaur, pro- 
miſed to Ariadne the Dayghater of Minos and Paliphac, for 


2 Aſſiſtance whgh for 82 to carry her home with 
m 


, am make * Savogether with her Siſter 


Phedra hios, where be- 
ir ants Fac, 3 
x Sif . who afterward, in 


adi; att erried her 
e, 
Abſence, fill in Love with Biygo!y dus ber Son- in- Lam, 
who — an dimas a Har : wherefore 


could not erw, fe choſe by this 
Ediſ to give him renn 
F thou rt unkind, Lneger hall ealthenjoy ; 
Yet much I wiſh toxhee, Ne Boy: 
Readthis, and reading how) Soul is ſeiz d, 
Rather than not, be with my Ruin pleas d: 
Thus Secrets fate to fartheſt Shores may move: 
By Letters Foes converſe, and learn to love. 
Thrice my ſad Tale, as l to tell it try d, 
Upon my fault ring Tongue abortive dy d, 
Long Shame prevail, nor could be conquer d quite, 
Bat What I bluſh to ſpeak, Love made me write, 
Tis dang rous to reſiſt the Pow r of Love, 


The Gods obey him, and he's King above: 


ie 


— 


1 n. 


„ 


I 


8 - 5+ — = - _ 
— — 8 


- vo wy a ww 


FR 
e e 3nd 
— . © 44-4 - 


». 


$444 


ce 
* 24 
2 ; 


7 in + Tho $ 
rn. 


- 


o 
T1 4 
„% h 


PRADRA to HiPPOLYTUS. 


He clear d the Doubts that did my PROC = 
And promis d me ta bring thee hither bound: 

Oh may he come, and in that. Breaſt of thine: |: 

Fix a kind Dart, and make it flame like mine! 

Yet of my Wedlock Vows Fillofena Care: 

Search back thro all my Fame, thou lt find it fair. 
But Love long breeding; to worſt Pain does turn; 
Outward unharm'd, within, within I'barn/! 

As the young Bull or Court ſer yet untam d, 
When yok d or bridl d firſt;* are pinch d and maim d, 
So my unpractis d Heart in Lovecan find | 

No Reſt, th' unwonted Weight ſototls my Mind. 


When young. Love's Pangs by Arts we may remove, 


But in our riper Years with-Rage'we love. 

To thee I yield then all mp dear Renown, 

And pr'ytheelet's together beundone, 

Who would notplack the new-blownbluſhing Roſe, 
Or the ripe Fruit that courts him as ĩt grows > > 
But if my Virtue hitherto has gain d | 

Eſtcem for Spotleſs, ſhallirnowybe ſtain d 7 

Oh in thy Lavell fhall no Ard run; 
Tis not a Sin, hut hen tis courſely done: * 
And now ſhould Fwuneiyield/hev Foveto . 

Id quit that Fove, Hippatiems; for thee*” ' * 

Pclicve me too with firange Deſires l change: 


Among ſt wild Beaſts long with thee torange, 


To thy Delights and Delia Lencline, * 
Make her my Goddeſs toe, becauſe ſnhesthine : 
long to know the Mods to dive the Peer 
And o'er the Moumtaids Tops my Hounds to cher 
Shaking my Dart; then, the Chuce ended, lo 
Stretch q on the Graſs: And would ſt not thou be by? | 
Oft 
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Ott in light ChariotsI with Pleaſure ride, 

And love my ſelf the furious Steeds to guide, 
Now like a Bacchanal more wild I ſtray,. - | ] 


Or old Cybele"s Prieſts, as mad as they 
When under 1da's Hill they Off rings pay: 
Ev'n mad asthoſe the Deities of Night, 
And Water, Fauns and Dryad: do affright. 
But ſtill each little Interval l gain, 
Eaſily find tis Love breeds all my Pain. 
Sure on our Race Love like a Fate does fall, 
And Venus will haue Tribute of us all. 
Fove lov d Europa, whence my Father came, 
And, to a Bull transform d, enjoy d the Dame: 
She, like my Mother, languiſht to obtain, 
And fill'd her Womb with Shame as well as Pain: 

The faithleſs Theſes by my Siſter's Aid 721 
The Monſter flew, and a ſafe Conqueſt made: 
Now in that Family my Right to fave, 
Fam at laſt on the ſame Terms a Slave; 
Tas fatal to my Siſter, and to me, 
She lov'd thy Father, but my Choice was thee;. 
Let Monuments of Triumph then be ſhown. [ | 
For two unhappy Nymphs by you undone. 
When firſt our Vows were to Eleuſis paid, 
Would I had in a Cretan Grave been laid; 
T was there thou didſt a perfect. Conqueſt gain, 

| Whilſt Love's fierce Feaver rag d in ev ry Vein; 
White was thy Robe, a Garland deck d thy Head: 
A modeſt Bluſh thy comely Faceo'erſpread... 
That Face which may be terrible in Arms, 
But graceful ſcem'd to me, and full of Charme: 
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PRA DNA to HiPPOLYTUS. 
Ilove the Man whoſe Faſhion's leaſt his Care, 
And hate my Sexes Coxcombs fine and fair; 
For whilſt thus plain thy careleſs Locks let fly, 
Th' unpoliſh'd Form is Beauty in my Eye. 
If thou but ride, or ſhake the trembling Dart, 
ILfix my Eyes, and wonder at thy Art: 
To ſee thee poiſe the Jav'lin, movesDelight, 
And all thou doſt is lovely in my Sight: 
But to the Woods thy Cruelty reſign, 
Nor treat it with ſopoor a Life as mine: 
Muſt cold Diana be ador d alone; 
Muſt ſhe have all thy Vows, and Venus none ? 
That Pleaſure palls it tis enjoy d too long; 
Love makes the weary firm, the feeble ſtrong. 
For Cynthia's ſake unbend and caſe thy Bow ; 
Elſe to thy Arm*twill weak and uſeleſs grow. 
Tamous was Cephalus in Wood and Plain, 
And by him many a Baar and Pard was ſlain, 
Vet to Aurora's Love he did incline, 
Who wiſely left old Age for Vouth like thine. 
Under the ſpreading Shades her Am'rous Boy, 
The fair Adonis, Venus cou d enjoy ; 
Atlanta's Love too Meleager ſought,. 
And to her Tribute paid of all he caught: 
Be thou and I the next bleſt Suan Pair: 
Where Love's a Stranger, Woods but Deſarts are: 
With thee, thro dangerous Ways unknown before, 
Ill rove, and fearleſs face the dreadtul Boar. 
Between two Seas a little Ifhmmws lies, 
Where on each Side the beating Billows riſe;. 
There in Trazena Ithy Love will meet, 
More bleſt and pleas d than in my Native Creer; 
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As we could wiſh; Old Theſe/es is away 
At Theſſaly, where always let him ſtay 
With his Pirit haus, whom well I ſee | 
Preferr'd above Hippolytus or me. 

Nor has he only thus expreſt his Hate; 
We both have ſuffer d Wrongs of mighty Weight: 
My Brother firſt he cruelly did ſlay, 

Then from my Siſter falſly ran away ;. 

And left expos'd to evꝰ ry Beaſt a Prey: 

A warlike Queen tothee thy Being gave, 

A Mother worthy of a Son ſo brave, 

From cruel Theſeus yet her Death did find, 
Nor tho' ſhe gave him thee, could make him kind. 
 Unwedded too he murther d her inſpight, 


To baſtardize, and rob thee of thy Right: 
And if, to wrong thee more, two Sons I'v vebrought, 


Believe it his, and none of Phedra's Fault: 

Rather, thou faireſt Thing the Earth contains, 

I wiſh at firſt Tad dy d of Mother's Pains: 
How can'ſt thowrev'rence then thy Father's Bed, 
From which himſelf ſo abjectlꝝ is fled? | 
The Thought affrights not me, but me inflames; 
Mother and Son are Notions, very Names 

Of worn: out Piety, in faſhion then 

When old dull Saturn rul'd the Race of Men: 

But braver Jove taught Pleaſure was no Sin, 

And with his Siſter did himſelf begin. 

Nearneſs of Blood, and Kindred beſt weprove,. 
When we expreſs it in the cloſeſt Love. 

Nor need we fear our Fault ſhould be reveal dʒ 
Till under near Relation be conceal'd, 


— 
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And all who hear our Loves, with Praiſe ſhall crown | 


A Mother's Kindneſs to a gratctul Son. | 

No need at Midnight in the Dark to ſtray, | | F 
T unlock the Gates, and cry, My Love, this aA 1 
No buſie Spies our Pleaſures to betrag. g 


But in one Houſe, as heretofore, we'll live, 

In publick Kiſſes take; inpublick, give: 

Tho in my Bed thou'rt ſeen, twill gain Applauſe 
From all, whilſt none have Senſe to gueſs the Cauſe: 
Only make haſte, and let this League be fign'd; 

So may my Tyrant Love to thee be kind. 

For this I am an humble Suppliant grown ; 

Now where areall my Boaſtsof Greatneſs gone? 

I ſworel ne er would yield, refolv'd to fight, 
Deceiv'd by Love, that's ſeldom in the right: 
Now on myownl crawl, to claſp thy Knees: 
What's decent nja true Lover cares of ſev: 
Shame, like a beatenSaldier, leaves the Place, 
But Beauty's Bluſhes ſtill art in my Face = 
Forgive this fond Canſeſſon which F make, 
And then ſome Pity on m Sufringotake. 

What though 'midſt Seas my Father's Empire lies? 
Tho my great Grandſire Thunder from the Skies? 
What tho' my Father's Sire in Beams dreſt gay 

Drives round the burning Chariot of the Day? 

Their Honour all in me to Love's a Slave, 

Then tho'thou wilt not me, their Honour fave: 

7 ove's famous Iſland. Creet, in Dow's I'll bring, 
And there ſhall my Hippolyzus be King: 

For Venus ſake then hear and grant my Pray'r, 

Fa may?ſhthou never love a ſcornful Fair; 
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In Fields ſo may Diana grace thee ſtill, 

And ev'ry Wood afford thee Game to kill ; 

So may the Mountain Godsand Satyrs all 

Be kind, ſo may the Boar before thee fall. 

So may the Water-Nymphs in Heat of Day, 

Though thou their Sex deſpiſe, thy Thirſt allay. 
Millions of Tears to theſe my Pray'rs I join, 

Which as thou read ſt with thoſe dear Eyes of thine, 
Think that thou ſeeſt the Streams that flow from mine, 
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DIDO EH AEN E As. 


By Mr. DR TD EN. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Fneas, the Son of Venus and Anchiſes, having at the De- 


ſtructionoſ Troy, ſaved his Gods, his Father and Son Aſ- 
canius from the Fire, put to Sea with twenty Sail of Ships, 


| and having been ny. toſt with Tempeſts, was at laſt 


caſt upon the Shore of Libya, where «een Dido, (flying 
fromt n malion her Brother, who had killed 
her Husband Sichzus) had lately built Carthage. She 
entertained Eneas and his Fleet with great Civility, felt | 
paſſionately in Love with him, and in the End denied him 
not the laſt Favours. But Mercury admoniſhing Eueas 
to goin ſearch of Italy, (a Kingdom promiſed to him by 
the Gods) he readily prepared to obey him. Dido ſoon 


perceived it, and having in vain try d all other Means to 


engage him to ſtay, at laft in deſpair writes to him as follows. 


O, on Meander's Banks, when Death is nigh, 
The mournful Swan fings her own Elegy. 


Not that I hope; (for oh, that Hope were vain !} 

By Words your loſt Affection toregain ; 

But having loſt whate'cr was worth my Care, 

Why ſhould I fear to loſe a dying Pray'r ? 4 
'Tisthenrefolv'd poor Dido muſt be left, 

Ot Life, of Honour, and of Love bereft! 

While you, with looſen'd Saile, and Vows, prepare 
To ſeek a Land that flies the Searcher's Care, A 


Nor 


en. 
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Nor can my riſing Tow'rs your Flight reſtrain, 
Nor my new Empire, offer d you in vain. _ 

Built Walls you ſhun, unbuilt you ſeek ; that Land 
Is yet to conquer; but you this command. 

' Suppoſe you landed where your Wiſh defign'd, 
Think what Reception Foreigners would find. 
What People is ſo void of common Senſe, 

To vote Succeſſion from a Native Prince? 

Vet there new Sceptersand new Loves you feck ; 
New Vows to plight, and plighted Vows to break. 


When will your Tow'rs the Height of Carthage know? 


Or when your Eyes diſcern ſuch Crowds below ? 
If ſuch a Town, and Subjects you cou'd ſee, 
Still wou'd you wants Wite who lov d like me. 
For, oh, I burn, like Fires with Incenſe bright: 
Not holy Tapers flame with purer Light: 
ua is my Thoughts perpetual Theme; 

Their daily Longing. and their nightly Dream. 
Yet he's ungratefuland obdurate fills 
Fool that I am to place my Heart fo 1ll 

My ſeif I cannot to my ſelf reſtore: 

Still I complain, and ſtill love him more. 
Have Pity, Cupid, on my bleeding Heart, 

And pierce thy Brothers with an equal Dart. 

I rave: Nor canſt thou Vers! Offspring be, 
Love's Mother could not beat a Sonlike thee. 
From harden'd Oak, or froma Rock's cold Womb, 
At leaſt thou art from ſome fierce Tygreſ eome; 
Or, on rough Seas, from their Foundation torn, 
_ Gotby the Winds, and in a Tempeſtborn: 


L. ke that which no thy.tregbling Sailors bear 85 


Like that, whoſe Rage ſhould fill detain the here. 


De- 


Dipow Aweas.” 141 
Bchold how high the foamy Billows ride! 
The Winds and Waves are on the juſter Side. 


To Winter Weather and a ſtormy Sea 

Ill owe, what rather I would owe to thee. ; 
Death thou deſerv'ſt trom Heav'n'savenging ne: 
But l'm unwilling to become the Cauſm. 


To ſhun my Love, it. err a pap 10 


0*\S 


Tis a dear Purchaſe, and a coſtly Hate. PR- 


Stay but a little, till the Tempeſt ceaſe, 

And the loud Winds arelulFd into a Peace! | 

May all thy Rage, like theirs, unconſtant prove! 
And ſo it will, if therebe Pow 'r in Love. 
Knowꝰſt thou not yet what Dangers Ships ſuſtain? | 


So often wreck'd, how Jar'ſt thou tempt the Main? 


Which, were it ſmooth, wereev'ry Wave aſleep, ' 
Ten thouſand Forms of Death are in the Deep. 
In that Abyſs the Gods their Vengeance ſtore, 
For broken Vows of thoſe who falſely ſwore. 
Their winged Storms on Sea-born Venus wait, 

To vindicatethe Juſtice of ber State. 

Thus, I to thee the Means of Satety ſno p:: 
And, loſt my ſelf, would ſtill pre ſerve my Foe. 
Falſe as thou art, I not thy Death deſign: 
O rather live, to be the Cauſe of mine! 
Should ſome avenging Storm thy Veſſel tear, 
(But Heav'n forbid my Wordsſhould Omen bear) 
Then in thy Face thy perjur'd Vows would fly; 
And my wrbng'd Ghoſt be preſent to thy Eye. 


* 


With threat ning Looks, think thou behold'ſt me ſtare, 


Gaſping my Mouth, and clotted all my Hair; 
Then ſhou'dfork'd Lightning and red Thunder fall; 
What cou dſt thou ſay, but, I deſerv d em all? 
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Leſt this ſhould happen. make not haſte away ; 

To ſhun the Danger will be worth thy Stay, 

Have Pity on thy Son, if not on'me: 

My Death alone is Guilt enough for thee, 

What has his Youth, what have thy Godsdeſerv'd, 

To fink in Seas, who were from Fires preſerv'd ? 

But neither Gods nor Parent didſt thou bear, 

(Smooth Storiesall to pleaſe a Woman's Ear) 

Falſe as the Tale of thy Romantick Life; 

Nor yet am I thy firſt deluded Wife, 

Left to purſuing Foes Creiſaſtay'd, 

By thee, baſe Man, forſaken and betray d. 

This, when thou told ſt me, ſtruck my tender Heat, 

That ſuch Requital follow d ſuch Deſert. 

Nor doubt I but the Gods, for Crimes like theſe, 

Seven Winters kept thee wandring on the Seas. 

Thy ſtarv d Companions, caſt a-ſhore, I fed, 

Thy ſelf admitted to my Crown and Bed. 

To harbour Strangers, ſuccour the Diſtreſt, 

Was kind enough; but oh, too kind the reſt ! 

Curſt be the Cave which firſt my Ruin brought, 

Where, from the Storm, we common Shelter ſought ! 

A dreadful Howling echo'd round the Place: 

The Mountain Nymphs, thought I, my Nuptialsgrace. 
I thought ſo then, but now too late l know 

The Furies yell'd my Fun'rals from below. 

O Chaſtity and violated Fame, 

Exact your Dues to my dead Husband's Name! 

By Death redeem my Reputation loſt ; 

And to his Arms reſtore my guilty Ghoſt. 

Cloſe by my Palace, in a gloomy Grove, 

Israis'd a Chapel to my murder d Love; 


. 
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There, wreath'd with Boughsand Wool, his Statue ſtands; 
The pious Monument of Arttul Hands: 
Laſt Night, methought, he call'd me from the Dome, 
And thrice with hollow Voice, cry'd, Dido, come. 
She comes; thy Wife thy lawful Summons hears ; 
But comes more ſlowly, clogg'd with conſcious . 
Forgive the Wrong 1 offer d to thy Bed, 
strong were his Charms, who my weak Faith miſled, 
His Goddeſs Mother, and hisaged Sire 
Born on his Back, did to my Fall conſpire, 
O! ſuch he was, and is, that were he true, 
Withouta Bluſh I might his Love purſue, 
But cruel Stars my Birth-day did attend: 
And as my Fortune open'd, it muſt end, 
My plighted Lord was at the Altar ſlain, 
Whoſe Wealth was made my bloody Brother's Gain: 
Friendleſs, and follow'd by the Murd'rer's Hate, 
To Foreign Countries I remov'd my Fate; 
And here, a Suppliant, trom the Natives Hands, 
I bought the Ground on which my City ſtands, 
With all the Coaſt that ſtretches to the Sea; 
v'n to the friendly Port that ſhelter'd. thee : | 
Then rais d theſe Walls, which mount into the Air, 
\t once my Neighbours Wonder, and their Fear. 
For now they arm; and round me Leagues are made, 
Wy ſcarce eſtabliſh'd Empire to invade. 
o Man my new-built Walls I muſt prepare, 
n helpleſs Woman, and unskill'd in War. 
et thouſand Rivals to my Love pretend; 
\nd for my Perſon, wou'd my Crovyn defend: 
hoſe jarring Vetes in one Complaint agree, 
That each unjuſtly is diſdain'd tor thee. 
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To proud'Hyarbas give meupaPrey; - 
(For that muſt follow, it thou go'ſt away.) 
Or to my Husband's Murd'rer leave my Life; 
That to the Husband he may add the Wife. 
Go then: ſince no Complaints can move thy Mind: 
Go, perjur'd Man, but leave thy Gods behind. 
Touch not thoſe Gods by whom thou art forſworn, 
Who will in impious Hands no more be born: 
Thy Sacrilegious Worſhip they diſdain, 
And rather wou'd the Gyetian Fires ſuſtain. 
Perhaps my greateſt Shame is ſtill to come, 
And part of thee lies hid within my Womb. 
The Babe unborn muſtperiſh by yl” | . 
And periſn guiltleſs in his Mother's Fate. 
Some God, thou ſay'ſt, thy Voyage dits METER) 
Wou'd the fame God had barr'd thee from m y Land, | 
The ſame, I doubt not, thy Departure ſteers, 

Who kept thee out at Sea ſo many Years. 
Where thy long Labours were a Price ſo great, 
As thou to purchaſe Try would'ſt not repeat. 
But Yer now thou ſeck ſt; to be at beſt, 
When there arri d, a poor precarious Gueſt. 
Vet it deludes tuy Search: Perhaps it will 
To thy Old Age lye undiſeover'd ſtill. 
A ready Crovyn and Wealth in Dow'r I bring, 
And without conqu'ring, here thou art a King. 
Here ghou to Carthage may'ſt transfer thy They: 
- Here dung Aſcanius may his Arms employ, 
And, while we live ſecure in ſoft Repoſe, 
Bring many Laurels home from conquer d Foes, 
By Cupid's Arrows, I adjure thee ſtay; 

Byall the Gods, Companions of thy Way. 
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So may thy Trojans, 'who are yet alive, 
Live ſtil, and with no future Fortune ſtrives 
So may thy Youthful Son old Age attain, 
And thy dead Father's Bones in Peace remain: 
As thou haſt Pity on unhappy me, 
Who know no Crime, but too much Love of thee; 
I am not born from fierce! Achille Line, 
Nor did my Parents againſt Troy combine, 
To bethy Wife, if | unworthy prove, 
By ſome inferior Name admit my Love. 
To be ſecur'd of ſtill poſſeſſing thee, 
What wou'd I do, and what wou'dI not be. 
Our Libyan Coaſts their certain Seaſons know, 
When free from Tempeſts Paſſengers may go. 
But now, with Northern Blaſts the Billow s roar, 
And drive the floating Sea-Weed tothe Shoar, 
Leave to my Care the Time to fail away; 
When ſafe, I will not ſuffer thee to ſtay. 
Thy weary Men wou'd be with Eaſe content; 
Their Sails are titrer'd and their Maſts are ſpent, 
It by no Merit I thy Mind c move, 
What thou deny ſt my Merit, give my Love. 
Stay, till T learn my Lols to undergo; 
And give me Time to ſtruggle with my Woe. 
If not: Know this, I will not ſuffer long, 
My Lite's too loathſome, and my Love too ſtrong. 
Death holds my Pen, and dictates what I ay, 
While croſs my Lap the Trojan Sword lay. 
My Tears low down; the ſharp Edgecuts their Flood, 
And drinks my Sorrows, that muſt drink my Blood. 
How well thy Gift does with my Fate agree ! 
My Fun'ral Pomp is cheaply made by thee. 
H 
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N To no new Wounds my Boſom Ldiſplay: 
The Sword but enters where Love made the Way. 
But thou, dear Siſter; and petdearer Friend. 
Shalt my cold Aſhes to their Urn attend. 
Sichaus Wife, let not the Marble boaſt, 
I loſt that Title, when my Fame Iloſt. 
This ſhort Inſcription only let it bear, 
« Unhappy Dido lyes in Quiet here. 

4 The Cauſe of Death, and Sword by which ſhe dy d 
e, gave: Thereſt her Arm lupply d. 
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I do not hope by this to change my Fate, 


» You and your Love, the Winds away mult bear, 


Deaf to my Pray'rs, that you reſolve to go, 
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o inunwozted Notes, when ſure to die, 
The mournful Swan ſings her own Elegy. 


Since Heav*n and you are both reſolv d to hate: . 
Robb d ot my Honour, tis no Wonder now 
That you diſdain me when I meanly ſue; 


And leave th unhappy you have render d ſo. 


Forgot is ali that you ſo oft did ſwear : 

With cruel' Haſte to diſtant Lands you fly, 

Yet know not whof: they are, nor where they lye, 
On Carthage and its riſing Walls you frown, | 

And ſhun a Scepter, which is now your own ; 

All you have gain d, you proudly do contemn, 

And fondly ſeek a fancy d Diadem. X 
And ſhould you reach at laſt this promis d Land. 
Who'll give its Power into a Stranger's Hand 2 
Another eaſie Dido do you ſeek; 

And newy Occaſions new-made Vows tobreał 7 
When can you Walls like ours of Carthage build, 
And ſee your Streets with Crowdsof Subjects filldy / 
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But tho allthis ſucceeded to your Mind, 
So true a Wife no Search could ever find. | 
Scorch'd up with Loye's fierce Fire my Life does walt, 

Like Incenſe on the flaming Altar caſt; 

All ar Zneas walks before my Sight, 

In allmy Dreams I ſee him ev ry Night: 

But ſee him ſtill ungrateful as before, 

And ſuch as, if I could, I ſhould abhor. 

But the ſtrong Flame burns on againſt my Will, 

I call him Falſe, but love the Traytor ſtill. 

Goddeſs of Love, thee all the World adore ! 

And ſhall thy Son light thy Almighty Pow'r ? 

His Brother*sftubborn Soul let Cupid move, 

Teach me to hate, or him to merit Love! 

But the Impoſtor his high Birth did feign, 

{Tho'to that Tale his Face did Credit gain) 
He was not born of Venus, who could prove 

So cruel, and ſo faithleſs in his Love. 

From Rocks or Mountains he deriy'd his Birth! 
Fierce Wolves or Savage Tygers brought him forth? 
Or elſe he {prung trom the Tempeſtuous Main, 

To which ſo eagerly he flies again. 

How dreadful the contending Waves appear 

Theſe winter Storms by force would keep you here. 
The Stormsare kinder, and the Winds more true 
Let me owethem, what I would owe to you, 
You'llſhew your Hatred at too dear a Rate, 

It to fly me, you run on certain Fate. 

Stay only till theſe raging Tempeſts ceaſe; 

And breeding Halcyons all my Fears releaſe, 

Then you perhaps may change your cruel Mind, - 
And will learn Pity,from the Sea and Wind. 
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Are you not warn d by all you've felt and ſeen? 
And will you tempt the faithleſs Floods again? 
Tho! twere calm now, it would not long be ſo; 
Think to what diſtant Countries you would go. 
There's not one God who will that Veſſel bleſs, 
Which Lies, and Frauds, and Perjuries oppreſs. 
he Sea let ey'ry faithleſs Lover fear, 
The Queen ot Love roſe thence, and governs there. 
till the dear Cauſe of all my Ills I love, 2 
And my laſt Words Heav 'n for your Safety move; 
hat your falſe Flight may not as fatal be 
o you, as your diſſembled Love to me. 
Nut in the Storm, when the huge Billows roul, 

Th' unlucky Omen may kind Heav n controul) 0 
hink what diſtracting Thoughts will fill your Soul. 
ou'll then remember ev'ry broken Vow, 

ith Horror think on murder d Dido too. 
My Ghoſt all pale and ghaſtly ſhall be there, 
With mortal Wounds ſtill bleeding I'll appear. 
hen you will own what to ſuch Crimes is due, 
ind think each Flaſh of Lightning aim'd at you. 
Your cruel Flight till the next Calm delay, 
our quiet Paſſage willreward your Stay. 
beg not for my ſelf, but do not join 
JT be Guilt of your Aſcaniu Death to mine. 
V hat has your Son, What have your Gods deſery'd? 
Fate were they from Flames preſery'd? 
zeither ſav d them from the Fire, 
Jour Shoulders bore your aged Sire _ 
atrirve that Story, to deceive | 
a fond, ſo willing to believe. 
H 3: . 
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vour ready Tongue told many a pleaſing Lie, 
Nor did it practiſe firſt theſe Cheats on me. 
You by like Arts did fair Creiſa gain. 
And for ſook her with alike Diſdain. 
Pre Mt to hear you tell that Lady's Fate, 
My felt now juſtly more unfortunate. 
Tis to revenge theſe Crimes the Gods engage, 
And make you wander out your wretched Age. 
A Ship-wreck'd Wretch I kindly did receive, 
My Wealth and Crown to Hands unknown did give. 
Had I ſtopp'dthere, I had been free from Shame, 
And had not ſtain'd my clear and ſpotleſs Fame. 
Heav'n to betray my Honour did comply, 
When Thunder and black Clouds fill'd all theSky, 
And made us to the fatal Shelter fly. 
The Furies how d, and dire Preſages gave, 
And ſhricking Nymphs for ſook the guilty Caye. 
I cannot live, that Crime torments me ſo, 
Yet full of Shame to my Sicheus go. 
In a fair Temple built by skilful Hands, 
A ſacred Image of Sichaus ſtands; | 
With ſnowy Fleecesdreſt, and Garlands crown'd,. 
From thence of lateI've heard adiſmal Sound! 
Four times he cail'd me with a hollow Voice, 
My looſen'd Joints ſkill trembled at the Noiſe! 
My deareſt Lord, your SummonsI obey, 
Tis Shame to meet you makesthis ſhort Delay. 
Yet ſuch a Tempter might the Crime excuſe, . 
His Heav'nly Race, and all his folemn Vows! 
The beſt of Fathers, the moſt pious Son! 
Who could ſuſpect, He, who ſuch Things had done, 
So well had acted all the Parts of Life, 
Could have betray da Princeſs anda Wife? 


ad 
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Had he not wanted Faith, your ſelf muſt own- 
He bad deſervV d to fill my Bed and Throne. 
ln my firſt Youth hat Cares diſturbd my Peace! 
And my Misfortunes with my Years inereaſe? 
My Husband's Blood was by my Brother ſpilt, 
And ſtill his Wealth rewards the proſp'rous Guile, 
Thro' Ways unknowna dang'rous Flight I take, 
His Aſhes and my Native Soil forſake ;- 
Here ſheltet'd from my Brother's Cruelty, 
I bought this Kingdom, which I gave to thee. | 
My City did in Glory daily riſe, /' - 
Which all my Neighbours ſaw with envious Eyes, 
And Force againſtunfiniſh'd Walls prepare, 
Threat'ning a helpleſs Woman with a War. 
Thoſe many Kings, who did my Bed defire, 
Now to revenge their {lighted Love conſpire. 

Go on, my Pcopleareat your Command, 
bie meup bound to ſome fierce Rivai's Hand: 
A it my cruel Brother's black Deſign ; 
Drunk with Sichaus Blood, he thirſts for mine: 
But then pretend to Piety no more, 
The falſe and perjur'd all the Gods abhor. 


tre griev'd that from ſuch Hands their Satety came, 

A growing Infant in my Womb you leave; 

Of your whole (elf, you cannot me bereave. 

You kill not Dido only, it you go, 

The guiltleſs and unborn you murder too ; 

With me a new unknown Aſcanius dies, 

Tho'deaf to mine; yet think you hear his Cries” 
But ' tis the Godcommands, and you obey: 

Ah! would that he who now forbids your Stay, 

Had never led your ſhatter'd Fleet this way ! 


Ev'n thoſe you ſnatch'd from Tres devouring Flame 
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And now this God commands you out again, 
T' endure another Winter on the Main! 
Scarce Trey reſtor d to all her Ancient State, 
Were worth the ſeeking at ſo dear a rate. 
Ceaſe then thro? ſuch vaſt Dangers to purſue 
A Place, which, but in Dreams, you never knew: 
In ſearch of which you your beſt Vears may waſte, 
And come a Stranger there, and old at laſt. 
See at your Feeta willing People lies, 
And do not offer'd Wealth and Pow 'r deſpiſe. 
Fix here the Reliques of unhappy Troy, 
And in ſoft Peace, all you have ſav'd enjoy. 
But if new Dangers your great Soul deſires, 
Tf Thirſt of Fame your Son's young Breaſt inſpires, 
You'll frequent Tryals here for Valour find; 
Our Neighbours are as rough as we are kind. 
By your dear Father's Soul I beg your Stay, 
By the kind Gods who hither bleſt your Way, 
And by your Brother's Dart, which all obey ! 
So may white Conqueſt on your Troops attend, 
And all your long Mistortunes here take end. 
So with his Years may your Son's Hopes increaſe, 
So may Anchiſes' Aſhes reſt in Peace. 
Some Pity let a ſuppliant Princeſs move, 
Whoſe only Fault was an Exceſs of Love. 
I am not ſprung trom any Grecian Race, 
None of my Blood did your lov'd Troy de face. 
Yet if your Pride think {ſuch a Wifea Shame, 
Filfaerifice my Honour to my Flame, 
And meet your Lovebyaleſs glorious Name. 
I know the Dangers of this ſtormy Coaſt, 
How many Ships have on our Shelves been loſt. 
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Theſe Winds have driv 'n the floating Sea-· weed ſo. 
That your intangled Veſſel cannot go. = 
Do not attempt to put to Sea in vain, 22 

Till happier Gales have clear d your Way again. 

Truſt me to watch the calming of the Sea, 

You ſhall not then, tho” you defir'd it, ſtay. 

Beſides, your weary Seamen Reſt dehre, 

And your totn Fleet new Rigging does require. 

By all I ſuffer, all Ive done tor you, 

Some little Reſpite to my Love allow. 

Time and calm Thoughts may teach me how to beat 

That Loſs, which now alas tis Death to hear. 

But you reſolve to force me to my Grave, 

And are not far from all that you would have. 

Your Sword before me, whilſt | write, does lye, 

Andby it, it I write in vain, I die, 

Already ſtain'd with many a falling Tear, . 

Itſhortly ſhall another Colour wear. 

You never could an apter Preſent make, 

WT will ſoon, the Life you made uneaſy, take. 

But this poor Breaſt has felt your Wounds before; 

Slain by your Love, your Steel has now . b 
Dear guilty Siſter, do not you deny 

The laſt kind Office to my Memory 3 

hut do not on my Fun'ral Marble join 

Mauch wrong'd Sichaus Sacred Name with mine. 

of falſe ZneaslettheStone complain; 

a That Dido could not bear his fierce Diſdain, | 5 

= But by his Sword, and her own Hand, was lain, 
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BRISEIS ro ACHILLES. 
By Sir FOHN CARTL.. 
The ARGUMENT. 


TutheWar of Troy, Achilles having taken and ſack'd Chry- 
neſium, a Town in the Lyrneſian Country. amongſt his 6 
ther Booty he took two very fair Women, Chryſeis and Bri- 
ſeis : Chryſeis eſented to King Agameminon, aud 
Briſeis be reſerv d ſor . ſelf. Agamemnon, after ſom: 
time, was ſorc d by the Oracle to reftore Chry ſeis to her 
Father, who was one of the Prieſts of Apollo. Whereuzo 

the King by Violence * away Briſeis from Achilles, a. 
which Achilles incenſt left the Cam 24 the Grecians, 2 

epared to ſail Home; in whoſe Abſence-the Trojans pri 
wailing upon the Grecians, Agamemnon was compeil d 
fend Ulyſſes and others to offer him rich Preſents, and Bri 
ſeis, that he would return again to the Army: But Achila 
with Diſdain rejected them all. This Letter therefore i 
written by prileis, to move him that he would recen: 
her, and return to the Grecian — 3 


jan Briſeis in a foreign Tongue | 4 
More by her Blots, than Words, ſets forth her wry 
And yet theſe Blots, which by my Tears are made, | 
Above all Words or Writing, ſhould perſuade. 
Subjects (1 know) muſt not their Lords accuſe; 
Yet Pray'rsand Tears we lawfully may uſe. 

When raviſh'd from your Arms, I was the Prey 


Of Agamennon's Arbitrary Sway; 


*BkrsErs to Acne. 
Tprant, you muſt at laſt have left the ned, 


Wits... 
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But for a Lover, you tod foot did yield: en hae 


A Warrior's Glory it muſt needs diſgrace, - 

At the firſt Sum mons to yield up the Place. 

The Enemies themſelves, no leſs than I, 

Stood wondꝰ ring at their eaſie Victory: 

I aw their Lips in Whiſpers ſoftly move, 

Is this the Man ſo fam d for Arms, and Love? 
Alas! Achilles, tis not ſo we part 

From what we love; and what is near our Heart. 
No healing Kiſſes to my Griet you gave, 

Vou turn d me off an anregarded Slave. 

Was it your Rage, that did your Love ſuppteſs? 
Ab, love Briſeis more, and hate E trider leſs! © = 
He is not born of a true Hero's Race, 
Who lets his Fury of his Love take place. 
Tygers and Wolves can fight, Love is the Teſt. 
Diſtinguiſhing the Hero from the Beaſt. 

Alas! when I vas from your Boſom fore 4. 


telt my Body from my Soul divere d; — 


A deadly Paleneſs overſpreid my Face; 

Sleep left my Eyes, and to my Tears gave place: 
tore my Hair, anddid my Death decree; | 

Ah! learn to part with'what you love, from me. 
A bold Eſcape I often did eſſay, 


But Greeks, and Trojans too, block'd up the Way: wy 


rec tho'atender Maid could not break thro';. | 
thinks Achille:fhouldnothe fo Now : 


{chilles, once the Thunderbolt of War, 


ie in his Rival's Arms can he behold > 
dis his Courage with his Lovegrowncold # - 


he Hope of conqu'ring Greece, and Troy'sDeſi pair,“ 
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But I confels, that my neglected Charms | 

Did not deſerve the Conqueſt of your Arms, 

'Therefore the Gods did, by an eaſier Way, 

Our Wrongs atone, and Damages repay :. 

Ajax with Phenix and Ulyſſes bring 

Humble Submiſſions from their haughty King: 

The Royal Ponitent rich Preſents ſends, 

The ſtrongeſt Cement to piece broken Friends. 

When Pray qs well ſeconded with Gifts are ſent, 

Both moral and im mortal Pow ꝰ rs relent. 

Twenty bright Veſſels of Corinthian Braſs, 

Their Scu'pture did the coſtly Mine ſurpaſs ;. 
Seven Chairs of State of the ſame Art and Mold, 
And twice five Talents of perſuaſive Gold; 

Twelve fiery Stceds of the Epirian Breed, 
Matchleſs they are for Beauty, and for Speed; 

Six Lesbian Maids (but theſe I well.cou'd ſpare) 

Their Iſland ſack d, theſe were the Gen'ral's ſhare 3, 

And laſt a Bride, (ah! tell em I am thine), 

At your own Choice out of the Royal Line: 

with theſe they offer me: But might I chuſe;. | 

You ſhould take me, and all their Gifts refuſe :. 

But me and thoſe you ſullenly reject; 

What have Ldone, to merit this Neglect? 

Is it that you, and Fortune jointly vow, 

Whom you make wretched, ſtill to keep them ſo? 

Your Arms my.Country did in Aſhes lay, 

My Houſe deſtroy, Brothers and Husband ſlay. 

It had bzen Kindneſs to have kill'd me too, 
Rather than kill me with Unkindneſs now. 


With 
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Wich Vows, as faithleſsas your Mother Sea, 
You loudly promis d, that you would to me 
Country, and Brothers and a Husband be. 
And is it thus that you pertorm yours Vow, 
Ev'n with a Dowry te reject me too? F 
. Nay, Fame reports, that with the next fair Wind, 
Leaving your Honour, Faith, and Me behind, 
Youquit our Coaſts; Before that fatal Hour, 

May Thunder ſtrike me, or kind Earth devour ! 

I all Things, but your Abſence, canendure! 
That's a Diſcaſe, which Death muſt only cure, 
If to Achaia you will needs return, 

Leaving all Greece your ſullen Rage to mourn, 
Place me but in the Number of your Train, 

And I no ſer vile Office will diſdain: 

I I'mdeny'd the Honour of your Bed, 

Let meat leaſt be as your Captive led: 

Rather than baniſh'd from your Family, 

I will endure another Wife to ſee; 

A Wite, to make the great Zacian Line, 

Like Starry Heav'n, as numerouſly ſhine; 

That ſo your ſpreading Progeny may prove 
Worthy of Thetis, and their Grandfire Fove, 

Let meon heran humble Handmaid wait, 

On her, becauſe to you ſhe does relate. 

I fear (I know not why) that ſhe may be, 

Than to her other Maids, more harſh to me: 

But youare bound to guard your Conquer d Slave, 
And to maintain the Articles you gave: 

Yet ſhould you yield to her imperious Sway, 

Do vrhat you will, but turn me not away. 
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But why ſhould you depart ? the King repents; 
The Grecian Army wants you in their Tents: - 
You conquer all, conquer your Paſſion too; 

Cr elſe with Hector, .you-will Greece undo. 
Take Arms ( Zxcides). but firſt take me, 

Your juſter Ruge let routed Trojans fee. - 

For me begun, tor me your Anger end; 

The Fault 1 caus d, let me have Pow'r to mend. 
In this to me you may with Honour yield, 

Rul'd by his Wife, Oenides took the Field. 

His Mother's ſacred Cur ſes him diſarm d, 

Rul'd by his Wife's more powerful Spells Seen 
His Armour once put off, he buckles on, 

And fights and conquers for his Calidon: 

That happy Wife prevail'd, why ſhould not I < 
But youthat Title, and my Pow'r deny: 

Title, and Pow'r, and all ambitious Strife 

Of being call d your Miſtreſs, or your Wife, 

I quietly lay down ; but I muſt have 

This Claim allow'd, to be your faithful Slave. 
I by thoſedread, ill-cover'd Aſhes ſwear, 

(Alas their Tomb Jyrneſian Ruins are) 

Ot my dead Spouſe, and by each ſacred Ghoſt 
Of my three Brothers honourably loſt, 

Who for, and with their Country bravely fell; 
By all that's awful both in Heav'n and Hell; 
And laſt of l, by thine own Head and mine, 
Whom Love, tho parted now; did ſometimes join, 
That I preſerve my Faith entire and chaſte, 
That I no foreign Love, or Pleaſure taſte: 

That no Aſperſion can my Honour touch; 

Ok that Achilles too could ſay as much! 


Bals Ts ra AcmrIIEES. 159 


Some think be tnourin for nie; But utheri fa 711i” 

In Love's ſoft Joys he mehꝭs his Hoursaw-ua ß; 

That ſome new Miſtreſs with Circean un 1 

Has lockt him up in het laſcivious Arms, 1 

And fo transform'd from what hheves befandyecn dettzibe 

That he will fight tor Grrece or me no mote /, 

The Trumpet now to the ſoit Lute muſt yield: 

To Midnight Revels, Marches in the Field. 

He whom of late Greece, as her Mars, ador d 

He, on whoſe maſſie Spear, and glitt'ring Sword 

The Fates, and Death did wait, that mighty Man. 

Now wields a Busk, and brandiſnes a Fan. 

Avert it Heaven! can he be only brave 

To waſte my Country, not his ovvn to fave? 

And when his Arms my Family mow d down, 

Loſt he his Sting. and ſo became a Drone? 

Ah! cure theſe Fears; and let me have the Pride 

To ſee your jav lin fixt in Hector s Side, 

O! that the Grecians would ſend me to try. 

It I could make your ſtubborn Heart comply: 

Few Words Id uſe, all ſhould be Sighs, and Tears,-. 

And Looks, and Kiſſes, mixt with Hopes n 90 

My Love like Lightning thro' my Eyes ſhould fly, 

And thaw the Ice, whiehb round your Heart does lye: 
Sometimes my Arms about your Neck I'd throw; 

And then imbrace your. Knees, and humbly bow: 

There is more Eloquence in Tears, and Kiſles, 

Thanin the ſmooth Harangues of fly Uyſes: 

That noiſie Rhetorick of a twanging Tongue, 

Serves but to lug the heavy Crowd along: 

But Souls with Souls ſpeak only by the Eye, 

And at thoſe Windows one another ſpy : . 
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Thus, than your Mother Sea rais d with the Wind 
More fierce, I would compoſe your ſtortny Mind 
And my Love ſhining on my Tears that flow, 
Should make a Rain-Bow, and fair Weather ſhow. 
So dreams my Love. Ah! come, that I may try, 
It I can turn my Dream to Prophecy. 5 
So may your Fyrrhus live to equalize 
is Grandſire's Years, his Father's Victories, 
Let me no longer pin d in Abſence lye ; 
Rather than live without you, let medie: 
My Heart's already cold, and Death does ſpread 
Hislivid Paleneis o'er my lively Red. 
My Life hangs only on the ſlender Hope, 
That your reviving Love your Rage will ſtop. 
It that ſhou d fail, let me not linger on, 
But let that Sword (to mine, ah! too well known) 
Me tomy Brothers and my Husband ſend ; 
Tour Hand began, your Hand the Work muſt end. 
But why ſuch Cruelty ? Come then and fave 
AMi&ed Greece, and me your humble Slave. 
How much more decently might you imploy 
Your ill ſpent Rage againſt Neprunian Troy! 
Then furl your Sails, once more your Anchors caſt: 
Leave not your Country, nor your Honour blaſt. 
But go or ſtay ; with you T ought to move, 
Made yours by Right of War, and Right of Love. 
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, The ARGUMENT- 


Dejanira hank beard that Li: nt Sy Was fallen intava with: | <A 
löle, — of the King of Oechalia, whom. he had 2 
lately 77 4 Gd Slain, and at the ſame time that he 


L 


was dying by a poiſon d Shint-ſhe had ſent him, — * | 
as ſhe had been told it wan d bis loſt 1 

Fealouſe te and Rage 2 It, and G- 2 e oi 

the lat. er, ae the f 4 Epiſs <5; N. 

N dear abe Wit bst rejoice, and ſhare © 7 22 cal K 
Your new Renown, Oechalia's Hud War. 

ut ſhould the Victor to the Vanquiſh'd ves, TS | | 
urſt be the Day that you the Town compel. | oo IR 

hro' Greece the Rumour flies, nor faſter fame 

ochimsyour Conqueſt, than {hl ſpreads your Shame. 
your vile Bonds your former rr * N * 18 N 4 354 

Wd all the Luſtre & your Labours ſoil d: Wen Eee 
oſe Labours you With matchleſs Might erg W 

Juno's Hate, and rais d aGodlike Name. - 

t to young Joe's baſe Yokeyou bow; 

riſtheus no w is pleas d, and Funo now. 

dr will your Step- Mother be 2 don 

e chor indelible your Fame will bear. 

1 Zove your Mother for your Birth enjoy'd; * 5 

wen too little One, Three Nights empſoy d. 
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But who ll believe the Tale? for ſach a Son 
Might, furely, have been well conceiy d in One. 
Juno ne er hurted you as Venus has, 

She rais'd you when ſhepurpos'd to depreſs. 

But Venus on your Neck her Foot has plac'd, 

And ne'er was Hero more by Love diſgrac'd. 
From you, the World deliver'd,. holds her Peace, 
By you the Land's ſecure, and ſafe the Seas. 

Both Houſes of the Sun your Merit know, 

And Heav 'n does more to you than Atlas, owe. 

- Your Strength did once the ſinking Stars ſuſtain, 
And ſave thoſe Orbs, where you at laſt ſhallreigns 
Without you, he on whomthe Burthen lyes 

Had fall'n, and unſupported left the Skies, 

What have you done? but all your Glory ſtain'd, 
And loſt the Praiſe you with ſuch Peril gain d. 
Tell me no more hat Deeds you once could do, 
Nor boaſt you in the Cradle Serpents ſlew. 

Two horrid Snakes that then to Death you wrung,. 
And prov d the Blood divine ot which you ſprung, 
The Man belies the God; your Infant Name 

Is now forgotten, and your riper Fame. 

He, who the Son of Steneleus ſubdu'd,. 

And tam'd the felleſt Monſters of the Wood, 

Who long did unos Hate undaunted prove, 

He, to whom all Things yielded, yieldsto Love. 
What then? the Thund'rer was your Sire, tis faid; 
And highly I am honour'd by your Bed, 

But as the Plow an equal Yoke requites, 
80 Hymen s Torch ſhould burn with equal Fires. 
And higher if my Husband's in Degree, 

What de I gain? his Greatneſs leſſens me. 
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The: worſe in this, a Wife thus wedded fares, 
And nct an Honour, buta Burthen bears, 


Tho the Name flatters, and the Brightneſs glares. 7 


She that weds well, will wiſely match her Love, 
Nor be below her Husband,, nor above. 

My Lord ſo ſeldom in my Houſel ſce, 

Stranger I ſhould know as ſoon as he. 

To war with-dreadful Monſters he delights; 

And with the Fierceſt ot the Foreſt fights. 

While I a Widow's Lite in Wedlock lead, 


And mourn with fruitleſs Tears my injur'd Bed;. f 


Ott my chaſt Vo ws tor him to Heav's I pay. 
The Dangers to avert, my Fearsdiſplay; 
That ever you with Conqueſt may be crown d. 


For your Defeat is mine, and mine your Wound. : 


My Fancy {till preſents you to my Mind 

Atnid your Foes of ev'ry Savage kind. 
The Dragon's forky Tongue methinks I view; 
And the Boar's Tusk, and Lion's Claw in you. 
The worrying Dogs with freezing Blood I ſee, 
And intercept the Death, and bleed for thee. 

il Omens from my flaughter'd Victims riſe, 
No Flame of od rous Incenſe upward flies, 
But thechoak'd Fire, as ſoon as kindled, dies. 
Foreboding Dreams my anxious Soul affright, 
And mine are all the Horrors of the Night. 
Much Lenquire, impatient of your Fate, 

What None, or but with doubt ful Truſt, relate. 
I hope, I fear, and with alternate Pain 

t once for thee the double Care ſuſtain. 

our Mother abſent feels the ſame Alarms, 


hat e er they pleas d a God, and bleſt his Arms. 
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kepents the Fortune of herenvy'd Charme. F 
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Me, all as a forſaken Widow ſhun, 
Nor is Amphytrioz here, vor is your Son. 
No War but with Euryftheus now you wage, 
The Miniſter of Fan's reſtleſs Rage. 
Your Dangers and your Toils ſhe ſtill renews, 
Still your dear Life with cruel Hate purſues. 
It of your Foreign Loves I ſhould complain, 
You'd laugh at my Laments, and mock my Pain, 
Each Maid you meet to your Embrace youu take, 
And each that you enjoy a Mother make. 
Shall I Parthenian Auges Rape relate, 
Or what by Force was Aſtydamin's Fate? 
You'll never bluſh to hear your broken Vows, 
Nor think you err'd in wronging Theutru's Houſe, 
Where fifty Siſters in one Night you knew ; 
But what are fifty ruin'd Nymphs to you? 
Another fuch Offence I've lately known, 
And Lamus by your Luſt is made my Son; 
His Stepdame I, and'o'er the Libyan Plains 
My Rival, his abandon'd Mother, reigns. : 
And where thro flow'ry Vales Meandey glides 
With winding Waves, and turns with refluent Tides, 
Has Hercules been ſcen in ſhametul Guiſc, 
Ill ſuiting him, whoſe Shoulders bore the Skies; 
With Bracelets deck d. and other Female geer, 
Which wanton Damſels at their Revels wear. 
Bright Chains of Goldaround thoſe Arms they view, 
Which in Nemæan Woods the Lion flew. 
Whoſe Skin, agloriousRobe, he proudly wore, 
And on his Back thedreadful Trophy bore. 
See his rude Locks with gaudy Ribbans bound, 
And purple Veſts his manly Limbs ſurround: 
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Such as the ſoft Maonian Virgins wear. 
To catch in Silken Folds the flowing Air. | 

Now Horror in your Mind his Image breeds. 1 

Who fed with human Fleſh his pamper d Steeds, , 

His Conqu'ror had Bris thus beheld, | 

He'd doubt his Fall, and ſtil diſpute the Field. 

TheſeToys, Auteus from your Neck would tear, 

Aſham'd his Victor ſhould ſuch Trinkets wear. 

"Tis faid, you with Ionian Girls are ſeen, 

In baſe Attendance on their haughty Queen, 

That Baskets in your Hands like them you bear- 

And the vain Menace of your Miſtreſs fear. 

For ſhame; were thoſe Victorious Hands deſign d 

For Women's Service? or to free Mankind? _ 


How, think you, to thewond'ring World twrill ſound, 1 


That at Command you turn the Spindle round 4 
Your Work's ſet out, your Miſtreſs you muſt pleaſe, 
And your Toils dwindle to ſuch Tasks as theſe. 
But your rough Fingers break the lender Thread, 

And from the Fair a Drubbing oft you dread, 


While ſhe looks from you with an angry Eye. # 

To plead for Pity, you your Error own, © | 
And brag, in your Exeuſe, what Deeds you ve done. 
How, when a Child, two Serpents you o ercame, 
And then the Erymanthean Boar did tame. 

The Heads that were on Thracian Gates affix'd, 

And what to them you did, you vaunt of next. 

Of Diomedes, and his Mares you boaſt, 

Of your fam'd Conqueſts to th' Iberian Coaſt. 


And the dread Wonders you perform'd in Hell 1 
How thrice they both reviv d, and thrice they fell. 


Now at her Feet, methinks, I fee youlye; 5 UL 


OF Gerion's Herd, and Cerberus you tell, | | N | } 


2 
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How the huge Giant, by Wied Ebbe tot 4% 
You grip d to Death, and kid Wiha Cure; 
How the ſwift Flor ſes that dt Mew the Wind 
By you were left in Rice, and lag d behind, © 
You put them on Theſſalian Hills to flight, 
Nor youtheir Speed, nor double Forms affright. 
But ill by you ate ſuch high Things expreſt, 
- ASuppliant, likes Sidonian Harlots dreſt, 
Your Tongue might by your Figure well be d, 
And you, for ſhame, the Tale you tell her hide. 
Nor can all this alone preſerve her Smiles, 
She wears your Arms, and Triumphs with your Spoils, 
Go, boaſt your glorious Acts, while all that lee | 
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Yourdiffering Garbs, will gueſs youl both to be, 
Thou the ſoft Harlot, ang the Hero he. 
As greater you than all your. Conqueſts are, pF 
Theleſs you to your Conqu'ror can compare; 

And as you can t your lewd Deſires ſubdue, 
The mightier ſhe, who maſters them and you. 

To her the Glory ot your Deeds redounds, 

And Fame her Pow'r with your Diſgrace reſounds, 
The Victor's Praiſe; the Laurel Wreath, reſign, 
Thoſe Songs and Trophies are no longer thine. 

She Heirs them all. Eternal Shame to ſee 

That Skin on her, which ſuited none but thee! 
And the rude Robe that thou with Pride haſt worn, 
Her teeble Limbs enfold, and ſink to Scorn, 
Theſe Spoils, miſtaken Man, are not her Aim, 
Thy Self's ber Triumph, and her Spoil's thy Fame. 
By her the Merit of thy Might's ſuppreſt, 

Her Conqueſt was thy felt, and thine, a Beaſt. 
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She leaves the laden Reel, and learns the Uſe 
Of Arrows polſom d with Ternæan Juice. 


She, who can ſearte the flying Wheel command. 


And turn the Spindle with her trembling Hand, 
Now teaches it the maſſy Club to wield, 

Which tam d the fierceſt Monſters of the Field. 
This with Delight ſhe in her Mirror views 


Fights o'er thy Fights, and all thy Foes ſubdues. 


Haply Report, tho? loudit ſpeaks, may _—_—_ 
Vet tell of others Truth, it not of her. 
Ice of others what of her I hear. 
And that my Rage provokes, as this my Far. 
A Foreign Wanton's to the City brought, 
And to be falſe, with thee's no more a Fault, 
No more ſollicitous thy Shame to hide, 
As if to publiſh it thou took ſt a Pride, 


As it to Triumph here thou ſent'ſt the Slave, 1 4 


Toſhew thy Folly, and my Fury brave. 
Unbidden; is ſhe like a Suppliant ſeen, 


Wich Hair neglected, and an humble Mien? | 


She ſtrives not to conceal her Captive State, 


And ill her Front erect becomes her Fat. 
In Gold ſhe ſhines, her gay Attive's the ſarne 


\s when you deigi to act the Phrygian Dame. 
ho can believe, fo high ſhe holds her Head, 
hat you're a Conqu'ror, or her Father dead? 
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heſe weeping Eyes your perjur d Vows can prove, 


\nd her bold Pride confirms my lighted Love. 

is you'ltdrive me from your Bed and Houſe; 
\ndof a Miſtreſs make the Slave your Spoule. a 
noble Match twill be, ſhould Hymen join 


er Infamy in equal Bonds with thine. 


: 4 — — - — 0 
hy ' =— = I 
— . * — — 
—_— — — 
. > by - 5 = - 2 
_ * — 
a — ho * 
* N 
— — — 
4 _ — — 
* - 
= ——— 
- 


i 
2 VI 
8 1 
3 A * — 8 
T „ 
4 * 


2 
. 


I cannot bear the Thought, it turns my Brains, - 
Mie once you lov d, and guiltleſs was your Flame, 


Whoſe hidden Fire his cracking Sinews tears. 
What have Idone? What Frenzy had poſſeſt 


No, ne er will I appear ſo fond of Life, 


And both their Steps with dauntleſs Soul purſue, 
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The God muſt, ſure, to light his Torch be glad, 
The Wife a Captive, and the Husband mad 


Strikes to my Heart, and freezes all my Veins. 


With double Conqueſt to your Arms I came, 

And crown'd not more your Paſhon than your Fame. 
Shorn of his Horns Achelows hides his Head, 

And vanquiſh'd plunges in his ſlimy Bed. 

Neſſus from thee receives the deadly Wound. 
And falling foams with Rage, and bites the Ground, 
From the Man-Beaſt a purple Deluge flow'd, 

And ſtain'd Evenus with his ſtreaming Blood. 

Why do I write theſe vain Complaints to thee, . 

Ev'n now I hear thou dy ſt, and dy ſt by me? 

Mine was the poiſon'd Robe my Husband wears, 


My Mind, and more than Love enflam d my Breaſt? 
Lifeleſs my Lord on Oera's Top may lye, 

And yet, ah Wretch! doſt doubt if thou ſhould ſt die- 
Wiltthou thyGuilt,, and him. alas! ſurvive? 

His Widow wilt thou, and his Murd rer, live? 


Or ſhew I ill deſery'd to be his Wife. 
What Meleager's Siſter ought, , I'll do, 


Nor Siſter will they then, nor Wife deny, 
And yet, ah Wretch! doſt doubt if thou ſhould'Rt dic? 
Unhappy Houſe, to ſudden Ruin doom'd, 

To Exile ſome are ſent. and ſome entomb d. 
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Agrius uſurps my Royal Fathers Throne, 


And old Qenexs mourns a baniſh d Son. 


Here in devouring Flames another fries, © 

And my dear Mother there Selt-murder'd lyes. 
None now of all their Race is left, but I, 

And yet, ah Wretch'! doſt doubt it thou ſhould'ſt die? 
By all that ever to my Soul was dear, 

By Hymen's s ſacred Rites and Joys, I ſwear, 

No Miſchief was to thee, believe me, meant; 
Iknew no Poiſon when the Shirt I ſent, 

From Weakneſs only, not Defign, it came, 

In hopestolight afreſh thy languid Flame. 

When Neſſus tell, the fraudtul Villain ſwore 

A wondrous Charm was in his flowing Gore, 
That twould to ev ry thing it touch d impart 


A virtue, to reclaim a wand ring Heart: 
oa thine I thought its latent Pow r to prove, 
And not in Malice dipt the Robe, but Love. 

WA latent Power it had, ah curſt Deceit! 
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hat Pow 'r was Poiſon, and the Charm was Fate. 
On whom didſt thou its fatal Magick try? * 
and yet, ah Wretch! doſt doubt it thou ſhould'ſt die? 
Adieu, my Father, Country, Friends, Adieu 
rhe Light that with theſe dying Eyes I view : 
fly, my Hercules! to thee I fly; 
ife ebbs apace, and I with Pleaſure die. 
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DEIANIRA To HERCULEs. 
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Deianira having heard that Hercules was fail n in Lore 
with 16'e a Captive; and at the ſame time that he wa; 
| Sing by a poiſor'd Shirt ſhe had preſented him with, and hal 
a rr ge wy __ rief — — — 
ter, ſhe writes the jc wing Lines to ber — 4 4 
I M pleas'd with the Succeſs your Valour gave, 
But grieve the Victor is his Captive's Slave. 
This unexpected News ſoon flew to me, 
And with your formes Lifedoes till agree. 
Continual Actions, nor yet F:uno's Hate, 
Ne er hurt whom iii does Captivate : 


| 

_ Euryſtheus this, this did Fove's Wife deſign, 
Laugh at your Weakneſs, and theſe Teas of mine; 1 
But Jupiter hop d better Things, when he, V 
To make this Hero, made one Night of three. Y 
Venus has hurt you more by ber ſoft Charms, St 
Than angry Juno that Imploys your Arms; Ti 
She by depreſſing you, rais'd you the more, _ 


The other treads on you, whom you adore. 
You've freed the World from Troublers of Mankind, 
All Things ſubmit to your Heroick Mind: 

You make the Seas ſecure, the Earth bavereſt, 
Your mighty Name fills both the Eaſt and Wet. 
Heaven, that muſtbear you, you did bear before, 
When weary Atlas did your Aidimplore. 


1 
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Fet for all this, the greater is your Shame, 
If with mean Acts you ſtain your glorious Name. 
You kill d two Serpeats with your Infant Hand, 
Which then deſerv d Fove'sScepter to command. 
Your laſt Deeds differ from your firſt Succeſs, 
The Infant makes the Man appear the leſi. 
No Savage Beaſts, nor fiercer Enemies, 


Some think my Marriage a great Happineſs, 
Being Fove's Daughter, Wife of Hercules; 
But as Extreams do very ill agree, 
The greatneſs ot my Husband leſſens me: 
This ſeeming Honour gives a mortal Wound: 
Amongſt our Equals Happineſs is found: 
At Home in quiet they their Lives enjoy; 
Tumulte, and Wars, do all his Hours imploy: 
This Abſence makes me ſo unfortunate, 
I buy your Glory at too dear a Rate. 
I weary Heav'n with Vowsand Sacrifice, 
Leſt you ſhould fall by Beaſts, or Enemies. 
When you aſſault a Lion, or wild Boar, 
You hazard much, but ſtill I hazard more. 
Strange Dreams and Viſions {et before mine Eyes 
The Dangers that attend your Victories. 
Unhappy Ito vain Reports give Ear, 
Then vainly hope, and then as vainly fear, 
Your abſent Mother bluſhes ſhe pleas d 7ove, 
Amphytrio's abſent, and the Son you love. 
1 ſee Euryſthers has contriv'd your Fate, 
And will make uſe of Funo'sreſtleſs Hate. 
This I could bear, did youlove none but me, 
But you are Amorous of all you ſee. 
ä 12 
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Could conquer him whom Lovedors no ſurpriae. 
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Yet omphale does now itirage me more,. 
Than all the Beauties you admir d before. 
Meander's Streams have {cen thoſe Shoulders wear 
Rich Chains, that Heaven as a ſmall Weight did bear. 
But were you not aſnhamed to behold 85 

Thoſe Arms weigh'd down with Jewels, and with Gold, 
That made the fierce Nemean Lion die, 

And wore his Skin to ſhew the Victory? 

Whenlike a Woman you did dreſs your Hair, 
Lawrel had been for you a fitter Wear. 

As wanton Maids, you thought it was no Shame 
To wear a Saſh,” to pleaſe your haughty Dame. 
Fierce Diomedes was not in your Mind, 

That fed his bloody Horſes with Mankind : 

Did but Buſiris ſee this ſtrange Diſguiſe, 

The Conquer'd wou'd the Conqueror deſpiſe, 
Anteus wou'd retrieve his Captive State, 

And ſcorn a Victor ſoeffeminate. 

Among the Grecian Virgins you ſit down, 

And ſpin, and tremble at a Woman's Frown, 

A Diſtaff, not a Scepter, fills that Hand 

That conquer d all Things, and did all Command. 
Then in her Preſence you do trembling ſtand, 

And fear a Blow, as Death, from her fair Hand; 
And to regain her Favours, you reveal 

Thoſe glorious Actions you ſhou'd then conceal, 
How you that ſtrange and fruitful Serpent flew, 
That by his Wounds more fierce and ſtronger grew. 
How when you fought, you never loſt the Field, 
But made great Kingsand cruel Monſters yield. 
And can you boaſt or think on Things ſo great, 
Now you wear Silks, and are with Jewels {et ? 
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Theſe Actions and that Garb do diſagree, 

So ſoft a Dreſs does give your Tongue the Lie. 

Your Miſtreſs too puts on yout Conqu'ring Arms, 
And makes you ſtoop to her more pow rful Charms. 
She wears your Robes to ſhew hex Victory, 

And is, what you once thought your ſelf to be. 

Your glorious Conqueſt, and illuſtrious Fame, 

Give her Renown, but you eternal Shame. 

All is te her, by whom you're conquer d, due; 

Go now and brag of what remains to ou. 
Ist not a Shame that her ſoft Arms ſhould bear 

The Lion's rugged Skin you once did wear? 

The Spoils are not the Lion's, but your own; 

The Beaſt you conquer'd, you ſhe overcome. 

She takes your Club into her feeble Hand, 


And in her Glaſs ſhelearns ho to command. 
All this I heard: ꝓet I could nat believe 


1 
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The {ad Report which cauſes me to grieve... 


Your Iole is brought before my Face. 


WI muſt be Witneſs of my own Diſgrace. 
WV hilt I reflect on my unbappy Fate, 


She makes her Entry in the Town in State. 
ot as a Captive with her Hair unbound, 
or yet dejected Eyes fix d on the Ground; 


Hut cover'd o'er with Jewels and with Gold, 
As Phrygia once did Hercules behold: 

nd ſalutes all with as much Majeſty, 

Js if her Father had the Victory. 

crhaps to leave me is deſigu d by you, 
WTI ruc to your Miſtreſs, to your Wife untrue. 
oulll be divorc'd from me, and marry her, 


A 
1 
1 


el ! The Conquer d muſt obey the Conqueror. 
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This Fear torments me more than all the reſt, 
And as a Dagger wounds my troubled Breaſt, 
I knew the time when you did love me more 
Than any ſhe hom you do now adore. 
But oh! as I am writing, the Newsflies, - 
That by a poiſon'd Shirt my Husband dies, 
What have I dane whither has Love drove me ? 
Is Love the Author ot ſuch Cruelty ? 

Shall my dear Hercules endure this Pain, 

And I, th' unhappy Cauſe, aliveremain ? 

My Title to him, by my Death I prove, 


And ſurely Death's an Argument of Love. 


Meleager will a Siſter find in me: 

Shall Deianira be afraid to die? 

Unhappy Houle ! Uſurpers fill the Throne, 
"Whilſt the true Sov raigu isefteem'd by none. 
One Brother waſtes his Lite in foreign Lands, 
The other periſſid by his Mother's Hands, 
Who on herſelf reveng d the Crime: Then why 


Should Deianira be afraid to die ? 


Only this Thing I beg with my laſt Breath, 
Not to believe that I defign'd your Death. 
As ſoon as you ſtruck Neſſus with your Dart, 


His Blood, he ſaid, would caxrar + fieaying Hears: 


In it Idipt the Shirt; twas but totry : 


O Deianira, make, make haſte to die: 


Adieu my Father, Siſter too adieu: 

Adieu my Country, and my Brother too! 
Fare wel this Light, the laſt that I ſhall fee,. 
Hillus farewel; my Dear, I come to thee. 


* 


Ar” 
AconTTus to Crpieps. 


By Mr. R. DUKE. 
The ARGUMENT. 


Acontius, in the Temple of Diana ar Delos, (famous for the 
Reſort of tha moſt Beantifut Virgin: of ail Greece) fell in 
Love with Cydippe,. a Lady of Duality much above his 
own; not daring therefore to Court her 2 he found 
this Device to obtain her: he writes upon the faireſt Apple 


that could be procur d a comple of Verſes to this effe ct, 


« I ſwear by Chaſte Diana, I vrill be 
« In Sacred Wedlock ever join d to thee, 


and throws it at ibe Feet of the young Lady : $he fuſpetting 
not the Deceit takes it np, and reads it, apdtherein pro- 


miſes her ſelf in Marriage to Acontius; therebei 


there in Force, that whatever any Perſon ſhould Swear m 
the Temple of Diana of Delos, h 
inviolably objery'd. But her Father not knowing what 


the following Epiſtle. 


| * boldly this; here you ſhall ſwear no more. 

| For that's enough which you have ſwort before. 

\ Read it; fo may that violent Diſeaſe, k 

'* BW hich thy dear Body, but = Soul doth ſeize, 
4 


being 4 Law 


onld ſtand good, and be 
had 


= paſt, and having not long after promifed her to another, 
= jt as the Solemnitiesof Marriage were to be perform'd,. - 
ſhe was taken with # ſudden and violent Feaver, which 
Acontius endeavonrs to perſuade her was ſent from Diana, 

as a Puniſhment of the Breach of the Vow made in her Pre-. 
fence, And this with the reſt of the Arguments, which ow 
ſuch an Occaſion would occur to a Lover, is the Subject of 


Forget 
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Forget its too - long practis d Cruelty, 

And Health to you reſtore, and you to me. 

Why do you bluſn ? for bluſh you do, 1 fear, 

As when you firſt did in the Temple ſwear, 

Truth to your plighted Faith is all I claim: 

And Truth can never be the Cauſe of Shame. 

Shame lives with Gullt, but you your Virtue prove 
In fav ring mine, for mine's a Husband's Love. 

Ah! to your ſelf, thoſe binding Words repeat, 

When once your wiſhing Eyes ev'n long d to meet, N 
Wheath' Apple brought em dancing to your Feet. 
There you will find the ſolemn Vow'you made, 
Which, if your Health, or mine, can ought perſuade, 
You to perform ſhould rather mindful be, 

Than great Diana torevenge on thee. 

My Fears for you increafe with my Deſire, 

And Hope blows that already raging Fire. 

For Hope you gave; nor can you this deny, 

For the great Goddeſs of the Fane was by; 

She was; and heard, and from her hallow'd Shrine 
A ſudden kind auſpicious Light did ſhine; 

Her Statue ſeemꝭ d to nod its awful Head, 

And give its glad Conſent to what you ſaid. 

Now, if you pleaſe, accuſe my proſÞ'rous Cheat, 
Vet ſtill confeſs twas Love that taught me it. 

In that Deceit what did I elſe deſign, 8 10 
But with your own Conſent to make you mine ? 
What you my Crime, Icallmy Innocence, 

Since Loving you has been my ſole Offence, 

Nor Nature gave me, nor has Practice taugt 


The Nats wich which young ec anne, 
| Vu 
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You myAccuſer taught me todeceive, von . 
And Love, with you, did his Aſſiſtance gives dai LOY 
For Love ſtood by, and ſmiling bad me write 
The cunning words he did himſelt indite: 
Again, you ſee I write by his Command, 

He guides my Pen, and rules my willing Hand; 
Again, ſuch kind, ſuch loving Words] ſends 
As makes me fear that I again offend, 

Yet it my Love's my Crime, I muſt confeſs; 
Great is my Guilt, but never ſhall be leſs; 


i; Jl 7 


Oh that I thus might ever guilty prove! 


In finding out new Paths to reach thy Love. 
Athouſand Ways to that ſteep, Mountain lead, 


Tho hard to find, and difficult to tread. 


All theſe will I find out, and break through all, 
For which, my Flames compar d, the Danger's ſmall, 
The Gods alone know what the End will be; 


vet if we Mortals any thing foreſee, . _ _ . 
One way or other you muſt yield to me. ; 


If all my Arts ſhould fail, to Arms I'll fly, - 

And ſnatch by Force what you my Prayers deny: 
all thoſe Heroes mighty Acts applaud; --;. 

V ho firſt have led me this illuſtrious Road. 


too but hold. Death the Reward will be; 5; 
Deathbe it then ; [ 
For to loſe you is more than Death to me. 


Were you leſs Fair, I'd uſe the vulgar Way 


| Ot tedious Courtſhip, and of dull Delay: 
hut thy bright Form-kindles more eager Fires, 
Aud fomething wond'rous, as it ſelf, inſpires; « 
rhoſe Eyes that all the Heav'nly Lights out- ſhine, 


(Which Ok! may ſt thou behold, and loye in mine) | 
| Iig; . Thoſe 7M 
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Thoſe ſnowy Arms,. which on my Neck ſhould fal, 
It you the Vows you made, regard at al; 
That modeſt Sweetneſs, and becoming Grace, 
That paints with living Red your bluſhing Face; 
Thoſe Feet, with which they only can compare 

That through the Silver Flood bright Theris bear; 

Do all conſpire my, Madneſs to excite, | 
With all the reſt that is deny d to Sight. 
Which could I praiſe alike, I then werebleft,, 

And all the Storms of my vex'd Soul at reſt. 

No wonder then if with ſuch Beauty fir d, 

I of your Love the ſacred Pledge deſir d. 

Rage now, and be as angry as you will, 

Your very Frowns alt other Smiles excel; 

But give me leave that Anger to appeaſe 

By my Subtniſſton, that my Love did raite. 

Tour Pardon proſtrate at your Feet II crave, 

The humble Poſture of your guilty Slave. 

With falling Tears your fiery Rage II cool, 

And lay the riſing Tempeſt of your Soul. 

Why in my Abſence are you thus ſevere ? | 


Summon'd at your Tribunal to appear, 
For all my Crimes, I'd ghdly ſuffer there, 
With Pride whatever you infli& receive, 
And love the Wounds thoſe Hands vouchſafe to give. 

Your Fetters too- ut they alas are vain, 
For Love has me, and I hug my Chain, 
Your hardeſt Laws with Patience Il obey, 
Till you your ſelf at laſt relent, and ſay, 
When all my Suff rings you with Pity ſee, 

He that can love. fo well, is worthy me. 


. T TOE” 
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But if all this ſhould unſucceſsful prove, 4 
Diana claims for me your promis d Love. 50 
O may my Fearsbe falſe! yet ſhe delights by 
In juſt Revenge of her abuſed Rites, 
Idread to hide, what yet to ſpeak I dread, 
Leſt you ſhould think that for my ſelf I plead: 
Yet out it muſt, ——*Tis this, Tis ſurely this, 
Thatis the Fuel to your hot Diſeaſe; 
When waiting Hymenat your Porch attends, 
Her fatal Meſſenger the Goddeſsſends; 
And when you would to his kind Call conſent; 
This Feaver does your Perjury prevent. 
Forbear, ſorbear thus to provoke her Rage, 
Which you ſo eaſily may yet aſſwage. 
Forbear to make that lovely charming Face 
The Prey to ev ry envious Diſeaſe; 
Preſerve thoſe Looks to beenjoy'd by me, 
Which none ſhouꝰd ever but with Wonder ſee:- 
Let that freſh Colour to your Cheeks return, 
W hoſe blooming Flame did all Beholders burn; 
But let on him, th unhappy Cauſe of all 


The Ills that from Dianas Anger fall, ne 
No greater Torments light, than thoſe I feel,.. * gael 
When you my deareſt, ten#reft Furt are il. 


For oh! with hat dire Tortures am 1 Welle 

Whom diff rent Griets ſueceſſively diſtract! 

Sometimes my Griet from this does higher grow, 

To think that I have caus d fo much to you: 

Then great Diana's Witneſs, how I pray, 

That all our Crimes on me alone ſhe'd lay. 5 q 
Sometimes to your loy'd Doors diſguis'd I comme, © © © f 
And all around em up and down I roam: | 
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Till I your Woman coming from-you{py, ; 
With Looks dejected, and a weeping Eye. 
With ſilent Steps, like ſome ſad Ghoſt I ſteal, | 
Cloſe up to her, and urge her to reycal- 

More than new Queſtions ſuffer her to tell. 

How you had ſlept, what Diet you had us d? 

And oft the vain Phyſician's Art accus d. 

Heev'ry Hour (Oh, were! bleſt as he) 

Does all the turns of your Diſtewper ſee z 

Why fit not I by your Bed · ſide all Day, 

My mournful Head in your warm Boſom lay, 

Till with my Tearstheinward Fires decay? 

Why preſs not I yaur melting Hand in mine, 

And from your Pulſe of my own Health divine? | 
But oh] theſe Wiſbesall are vain; and nge 
Whom molt I fear, may now ſit cloſe by thee,. | 
Forgetful as thou art of Heav n and me. #5 "® 
He that lov'd Hand does preſs, and oft docs teign.. 
Some new Excuſe ta feel thy beating Vein. 
Then his bold Hand up to your Arm does ſlide, 
And in your panting Breaſt it {elf does hide; 
Kiſſes ſometimes he ſnatches too from the, 
For his officious Care too greata Fee, 
Robber, ho gave theo Leave to taſte that Lip. 
And the ripe Harveſt of my Eiſſes reap ? 

Bor they are mine, ſo is that Boſom too, 

Which, falſe as tis, ſhall never harbour you. 
Take, take away thoſe thy adult tous Hands, 
For know, another Lord that Breaſt commands... 
Tis true, her Father promis'd hertothee,) 
But Heay'n and ſbe firſt gave her felt to me; 


ACONTIUS ta Cxorerx. 


And you in Juſtice therefore ſhould decline 

Your Claim to that which is already mine. rer 5 i 
This is the Man, Cyddippe,; that eneitees 
Diana's Rage to vindicate her Rites. Diet 
Command him then not to approach thy Dooes:' 
This done, the Danger of your Death is oer. 
For fear not, beauteous Maid, but keep thy Vow, / 
Which great Diana heard, and did allow, | 

And ſhe who took it; will thy Health reſtore, 

And be propitious as ſhe was before. 

« *Tis not the Steam of a ſlain Heiter's Blood; - 

« That can allay the Anger of a God. 

6 Tis Truth, and Juſtice to your Vows, appeaſe- 

« Their angry Deities, and without theſe 

No flaughter'd Beaſt their Fury can divert; 

For that's a Sacrifice withouta Heart, 

Some, bitter Potions patiently endure, ' 

And kiſs the wounding Launce that works their Cure: | 
You have no need theſe cruel Curesto feel, 
Shun being perjur'd only, and be well. a 
Why let you ſtill your pious Parents wee. 
Whom you in Ign rarce ot your Promiſe keep??? 
Ohl to your Mother all our Story tel. 
And the hole Progreſs of aur Love reveal; 

Tell her how firſt at great Diana's Shrine 

I fixt my Eyes, my wond' ring Eyes, on thine; 

How like the Statues there I ſtood amazed, 

Whilſt on thy Face intemp Tately I gaz d- 

She will her ſelf, when you my Tale repeat, 

Smile, and approve theamorausDeceit. 

Marry, ſhe'llfay, whom Heav'n commends to thee; - 
He who has pleas d Diana, pleaſes me. 


* 


LW * 
_- 
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But ſhould ſhe ask from what Deſcent I came, 
My'Gountry, and wy Parents, and my Name, = | 
Tell her that none of theſe deſerve my Shame. | 
Had you not ſworn, you ſueh a one might chuſe; 
But were heworſe, now ſworn, you can't refuſe. 
Thisin my Dreams Dianabid me write, 

And hen I wak'd fentCupid to indite : 

Obey em both, for one has wounded me, 

Which Wound it you with Eyes of Pity ſee, 

She too will ſoon relent that wounded thee. 

Then to our Joys with eager Haſte we'll move, 

As full of Beauty you, as I of Love; 

To the great Temple we'll in Triumph go, 

And with our Off rings at the Altar bow. 

A Golden Image there I' confecrate 

Ot the falſe Apple's innocent Deceit; | 
And write below the happy Verſe, that came 
The Meſſenger of my ſucceſeful Flame; 

« Let all the World this trom Acentins know; 

« Cydippe has been faithful to her Vow. 

More I.could Write, but ſince thy Ulneſs reigns; 
And wracks thy tender Limbs with ſharpeſt Pains, 
My Pen falls down tor fear,” left this might be, 
Altho for me too little, yet too much for thee. 


Her Anſwer to ; 
AcoNnNTiUus | 


By Mr. BUTLER. 


N ſilent Fear I read your Letter o'er; 

Leſt I ſhou'd Swear, as I had done before! 
Nor had I read, but that I fear d t engage 
By my Neglect the peeviſh Goddeſs Rage: 
In vain I deck her Shrine, her Rites attend, 
The partial Goddeſs ſtill remains your Friend. 
A Virgin rather ſhou'd a Virgin aid; 6 
But where I ſeek Relief I am betray d! oy 
Ilanguiſh, and the Cauſe of my Diſeaſe i” 
As yetlyes hid, no Med cine gives me Eaſe. 
In how much Pain do I this Letter write! 
ro my weak Hand my ſicklier Thoughts indite: 
What anxious Fear alas afflicts me too, ; 
Leſt any but my truſty Nurſe ſhou'd know! | 
To gain me Time to write, the Door ſhe keeps,. 
And vrhiſp'ring tells the Viſitants, She Sleeps, 
Worſe Ills I could not for your ſake ſuſtain, 
Thoꝰ you bad Merit equal to my Pain. 
Your Love betrays, my Beauty proves my Snare, 
V bad been happy had I ſeem d leis fair: 
Whilſt 


184 O vr. Eprsrrrs. 


Whilſt with your Rival you contend wi 
My. Reanty's Vamne, 1 periſh b y your Praiſe: | 4 ; 


Whuft neither will admit 8 s Claim,” © © b * 


The Chaſe i is hinder'd, and both miſs the Game, 
My Nuptial Day draws on my Parents preſs | 
The Sacred Rites, my blooming Years no leſs: | 
But whilſt glad Hymen at my Door a tends, 
Grim Death waits near to force me from his Hands, 
Some cal! myiSickneſs,\ Chance, and ſome pretend 
The Gods this Lett to croſs my Nuptials ſend: 
Whilſt by ſeverer Cenſure you are gueſt; 
By Philtra's to have wrought upon my Breaſt. 
If then your Love ſuch Miſchief can create, 
What Mis ry is reſerv'd for her you Hate! 
wou d I to Delos ne er had fbund e e. 


At leaſt not found ĩt on that fatal Day! 11 be 


When in our Port our Anchors firſt we weigh; | 
Th' unwilling Veſſel ſtill i th Harbour ſtay d; 
Twice did croſs Winds beat back our flagging Sails; 


Said I. croſs Winds? no, thaſe were proſp'rous Gales! 


Thoſe Winds alone blew fair, chat bick _— 
Our Ship, and thoſethat oft our Paſſage ſtay'd, - 
Yet I to ſee fam'd Del#s am in Pain, 5 as 

And fondly ot each hind ring Blaſt complain. | 

By Tenos Ifle, and Mycone we ſteer d. 

At laſt fair Delos winding Cliffs appear q; 

And much I feat leſt now the Fairy Shore 

Shou d Vaniſh, as tis ſaid t have done before. 

At Night we land; ſoon as the Day return dd 
My platted Treſſes are with Gems adorn'd;, Lal 
Then to attend the ſacred Rites we go,. 

And pious Incenſe on each Altar throw... 


* 


+ 
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My Parents there at their Devotion ſtay ; - 
My NurſeandI through all the Temple tray: 
We view each Court, and cach freſh Wonder brings, 
pictures and Statues, Gifts of aneient Kings. 
But whilſt into theie Rarities I pry'd, 
I am my ſelf by fly Acontius ſpy d. 
Thence to the inmoſt Temple we remove, 
The Place that ſhould a Sanctuary prove. 
Yet there I find the Apple with this Rhime 
Ahme! I'd like to have Swora the ſecond time! 
The Name of Wedlock I no ſooner read 
But thro' my Cheeks a troubled Bluſh was ſpread. * 
Why didſt thou cheat an unſuſpecting Maid? 
| ſhou'd have been intreated, not betray'd: 
Is then the Goddeſs bound to take thy Part? 
And ratifie an Oath without the Heart? 
The Will conſents, but that was abſent there; : W 
I read indeed the Oath, but did not ſwear. *_ 
vet cannot I deny that I ſuſpect | 
Diana's Rage this dic kneſs does inflict; 
Glad Hymen thrice did to our Courts repair, 
Thrice frighted fled to find Death planted there: 
Thin Cov'rings on my Feav'riſh Limbs are ſpread, 
My Parents mourh me asalready Dead. ie 
What have I done to merit thisDiſtrefs, apt: e 
Reading but Words whoſe Fraud I cou'd not owels!” * a 
Do thou, ev'n thou from whom my Suff rings ſpring. 
T appeaſe the Goddeſs Rage thine Off rings bring. | 
When will thoſe Hands, that writ the fatal Rhime, 
Bear Incenſe to remove my Pain, thy Crime! 
Nor think that thy rich Rival, tho' allow'd 
To viſit, is of greater Favours proud. | 
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By me he ſits, but ſtill juſt Diſtanee keeps, 
Reſtleſs as I, talks ſeldom, often weeps : 
Bluſhing he takes a Kiſs, and leaves a Tear, 
And once his Courage ſerv d to cry My Dear. 
But from his Arms ſtillby Degrees I creep, 
And to prevent Diſcourſe pretend to ſleep. 
He finds, but wou 'd his Senſe o th Flight diſguiſe, 
He checks his Tongue, but chides me with his Eyes. 
With Grief he waſtes, and I with Feavers pine, 
"Tis we that ſuffer, but th” Offence was thine. 

Tou writefor leave to come and ſee me here, 
Yet know your former Viſit coſt me dear. 
Why would thou hither come ? thou canſt but ſee 
The double Trophies of thy Cruelty. 
My Fleſh confam'd, my Cheeks of Bloodleſs Hue, 
Such as J once did in thy Apple view. 
Shou'dſt ſee me how thou wou dſt repent thy Cheat, 
Nor think me worth ſuch exquiſite Deceit. 
To Delos back with greater baſte vrou dſt go, 
And beg the Goddeſs to releaſe my Vow : 
On new Deſigns thy Fancy wou dſt imploy, 
Contrive new Oaths the former todeſtroy, 

No Means have been omitted to procure 
My Health, but ſtill my Feay'riſh Fits endure. 
Weask'd the Oracle what caus'd my Pains? 
The Oracle of broken Vows complains! 
The Gods themſelves on your behalf declare: 
What haſt thou done to merit this their Care 3 
But ſoit is and I at laſt incline, 
Since that thou art their Choice, to make thee Mine. 
Already to my Mother I've declar d. 
How by your Cunning I have been inſnar d. 


Cyp1PPs te AconTrvs. 


Pre done, and what I have already ſaid, 

| tear is more than will become a Maid. 

My Thoughts are now confus d, and can indite 
No more, my feeble Hand no more can write. 
Nor need I more Subſcribe, but this, Be True! 


And (fince it muſt beſo) my Dear, Adieu 
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Advertiſement. 


— Sabinus flouriſh in the Reign of Auguſtus, ail 
| wih Ovid. He wrote A Book of Elegie 
to his Ae Teriſers, and left ſorve nnfinifty d Poem: of the 
ancient Roman Religion and Ceremonies ; and alſo wrote fi 
veral Epiſtles like Ovid's, in Anſwer to ſo many of that ex. 
cellent Poet , viz. 4 to Phædra, Ancas to Dido 
aſon to Hypſipile, Phaon to Sapho, Ulyſſes ro Penelope, 
mophoon to Phyllis, and Paris to OEnobe; of all which 
r the three laſt, the Injury of Time has deprived u. 
elearned Heinſius ſpeaking of theſe three Epiſtles, cal 

them a Treaſure ; and indeed they ex preſ ſo much of A trut 
Poetic Genius, and maintain thei refer fo well, thati 
ha: beenthought fit in this Edition to give em an Engliſh In. 
Lance in all the late and beſt Editions of Ovid's Wars 
8#be{ Epiſtles of Sabinus are foundinſerted, | 


a 


EPI S T. I 


ULyssEs #0 PenzLop. | 
The ARGUMENT, 


Ulyſſes having received Penelope this 2175 
— to clear her Donis, —— 25 
He tells her with what Fortitude he had gone throu 
varicus Hardſhips that had befalln him; 2 that la, 
conſulted Tuche and Pallas, he was determin'd toreturn 
ſuddenly to Ithaca; but (to comply with the Oracle:) alone, 
andin Diſguiſe. _ And 5 he is careful ro maguifie his Love, 


and Fears of ber, and her extraordinary Conſtancy and . 


Chaſtity : So he forgets not to tell her what he ſaw in * 
ſium, whither he went to conſult Tireſias. 


Hance does at laſt let fad Ulyſſe:ſee 

The welcome Lines of his Penelope; 

So much thy known dear Characters did pleaſe, 

That my long Troubles found an inſtant Eafe. 

If Iam flow, tis only to relate | 

Tothee my many Wounds from angyy Fate. - 

Well might the Greeks indeed have thought me low, = 
When by teign'd Madneſs I delay'd to go: | 
Nor had I Will or Po er to leave thy Bed, 
Butto poſſeſs thy Charms from Honour fled, 
You bid me come, and never ſtay to write: 
But adverſe Winds detain me from your Sight. 
Troy hinders not, a Place once fo rever'd, 

In Aſhesnow, nor longer to befear'd. 
Hector and all her mighty Men of Fame 

Are now no more, are nothing but a Name: 


By Night the Thracian Monarch Rheſus ſlain, "1 


1lafely to our Camp return d again, Lead- 
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Leading bis warlike Horſes, my ju Spoil, 

The noble Triumph for the victors Toll. 

The Shrine wherein the Phrygian Safety la _ 

My fortunate Gontrivance brought away, - 
Clos d in that Horſe which prov'd the Bane of Troy, 
Unmoy'd I heard Caſſandra cry. deſtroy 

© TheEnginequick ; the Foe your Ruin ſeeks: 
Burn, burn it quite, nor truſtthecrafty Greeks, 
To me obſig d the great Achilles lyes 
For his laſt Rites, his Fun'ral Obſequies : 
Which Action ſo the Grecian Army warms, 
For his recover'd Corps they give his Arms. 
But, what avails! the Sea has all ingroſt! 
My Ships, my Arms, and my Companions loſt! 
Tho all things elſe Fates Cruelties remove, 
They have no Pow'r to ſhake my conſtant Love. 
That ſſ ill endures, and triumphs over all; 

Nor can by Scylla, or Charibdss tall; 

To alter that the charming Sirens fail, 

Nor can the fell Antiphates prevail, 

Not touch'dby Circe's Arts, from her I fled; 
Nay ſhun'd the Proffer of a Goddeſs Bed: 

Each promis'd, ſo ſhe might become my Wife, 
To give me deathleſs Joys, andendleſs Life. 
Both I reject, and having thee in view, 

My dang'rous Travels chearfully renew. 

(Let not theſe Female Names beget new Fears, 
Alarm thy Breaſt, nor drown thine Eyes in Tears) 
What Circe, what Calypſo could effect: 

Secure of me, all chilling Doubts neglect. 
That you my open Soul may naked view, 

Iwill confeſs that I have fear d fer you. 


When 
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When 1 was told how num'rous a Reſort | 
Of eager Rivals crowded in your Court, 
All pale I grew Life left my outward Part, 
Scarce the retiring Blood preſerꝰd my Heart. 
Belicg'd by preſſiug youthtul Lovers round, 
Their Bowls with Wine, their Heads with Roſes crovyn A, 
My growing Doubts to wild Diſorders haſte; 
Ah! can I thinkMeftill is mine, and chaſte! 
If mcſhe wept, her Charms wou d not be ſuck: 
Cou'd ſhe thus conquer; if ſhe ſorrow d much ꝰ 
Yet quickly Lovereturns; hen I perceive 
How well your chaſte, your pious Arts deceive 
Your haſty Suitors, and prorurt Delay, 
By Night undoing what you weave by Day. 
Yet fear I, leſt ſotne buſie Lover's Eyes 
Thee at thy honeſt Artifice furpriſe. 
Better by Polyphewnes had I dy'd, 
Than know thee ſueriſie d to Luſt and Pride. 
Better to Thracian Arms have fall n a Prey, 
Whilſt there as yet my wand' ring Navy laye 
Or then have yielded finally to Fate, 
When I return'd {afe ſrom the Srygian State, 
Twas there I ſaw; among th immortal Dead, 
My late dear Mother's venerable Shade, ' 
She told his Houſe's Troubles to her Son 3 © * 
] griev'd ſhe thrice did my Embraces ſnun. . 
There too the great Proteſilans I met, 4 4 
Who ſcor ning Death, firſt of the Grecian Fleet | 5 
With Hoſtile Arms the Phrygian Shores did greet. 
Now happy with his much- praĩs d Wite he roves, I 
Fearleſs of Change, through the Elifian Groyes 
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Lamenting not he did ſo Young deſcend; 
Pleas d with an early, ſince ſo brave an End. 
1 1 faw, a'as! nor cou d from Tears refrain, 
The noble Agamemnon newly ſlain. 
L That mighty Chief, glorious and ſaſe at Troy 
| Eſcaping too in the Eubean Sea, 
Where furious Nauplius 's horrid Arts had done 
- Such Ills, for Vengeance for his guilty Son. 
But whillt, rejoycing for hisfate Return, 
Atrides does his grateful Incenſe burn, 
By impious Hands his ſacred Blood is ſpill d, 
And by a thouſand Wounds the Prince is killd: 
This tragick End bad the great Hero's Lite, 
Contriv'd and manag d by a wretched Wife; 
Prerending Vengeance for his am rous Crime. 
To cover her's, ſtrikes firſt and murders him. 
When Victory had bleſt the Grecian ſide, | 
And we our Trojan Priſoners did divide, 
Great Hefor's Wife and Siſter I refuſe, - 
And ancient Hecuba do rather chuſe; 
To her neglected Age I give my Voice, 
Leſt Love might ſeem to mingle in the Choice. 
No longer her in human Form we meet, 
A fearful Omen to my parting Fleet. 
Her enrag d Heart with Griet and Rancour burns, 
And ſuddenly to a mad Bitch ſhe turns; 
In barking, howles, and ſnarling now ſhe ends 
The loud Complaints her wild Affliction ſends. 
Asif amaz'd, the late calm Winds and Sea 
Start into Tempeſts at the Prodigy. 
By dang'rous Stormsnow am I rudely toſt ; 
Now waad'ring long in unknown Regions loſt. 
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But it the wiſe Tireſias can as well 

Our future Joys as Miſeries foretel; 

The prophecy d Diſaſters having paſt, 

I enter on my kinder Fate at laſt. 

Pallas now jains me, on a unknown Coaſt: 
Safe led by her, I can no more be loſt, 

pallas, whom now the firſt time I ſalute 
Since Ilium's Fall, with Pleaſure hears my Suſt. 
What mighty Ills upon the Gyeeks were brought 
By raſh Oilides bald and ſingle Fault! 

Not ev'n Tydides did the Goddeſs ſpare, 

His Virtue tog did our Affliction ſhare. 
Nonecould his Favour or his Merit plead, 

But all were puniſh'd for the impious Deed, 

Yet happy Menelaus no Charice could harm; 

His beauteous Wife was ſtilla Counter- charmx 
In vain the Winds, in vain the Billowys rage, 
While ſhe is there his Paſſion to aſſuage,. 
Winds had no Pow x his Kiſſes to reftrain; 
Nor his Embraces the tumultuous Main. 
Thrice happy I, did but travel fo, | 
For calm'd by thee all Seas wou'd gentle grow. 1 
But ſince Trlemachus with thee I hear 

Is ſafe, extreamly leſſen d is my Care: 

Whoſe too raſh Voyage yet I needs muſt blame; 
Whatever Sparta cou'd or Pylos claim. 

Too weak theExcuſeev'n of his Picty, 

For vent'ring out in ſuch a dang'rous Sea. 

But now the Prophet bids me hope, ill Fate 

Is o'er, and now i thy Embraces wait. 

Alone come; temper thy riſing Joy. 

For al Exceſles equally deſtroy. 
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Not open Force, but Management and Art, 

The Gods toretel, will Victory impart, | | 
Amidſt a Feaſt, and in the heights of Wine, | 
Perhaps my juſt Revenge I may deſign, - | | 
And make the ſcorn'd Ulyſes nobler ſhine. 

Swift fly the Hours, and ſpeed that happy Day; 

And whenarriv'd for Ages let it ſtay : 

That Day! which ſhall reſtore Joys ſo long fled, 

And all th' intrancing Pleaſuresof thy Bed. 
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Demophoon to Phillis, 


The ARGUMENT. | 
Phillis, the young Oueen of Thrace, imp] 9—n of the to 
long Abſence o ;D lately marry'd Husband De mophoon, 
the Son of Theleus King of Athens, had written him a ve. 
ry paſſionate Letter intermixt with Hope, Fear, Love aud 
Deſpair. Which Letter Demophoon receiving, he return; 
this Anſwer. Whereis owning her Kindneſs, he ſhews he 
loves her with an extream Paſſion; and that he has n 
Thonghts of any other Loue. Tells her that the Diſorders 
of his Family, requiring more time to reſettle than he er. 
pected, are the true and only Canſes of his Stay. He gent- 
ly blames her Doubts and her Impatience ; handſomely ex- 
cuſeth himſelf; 2 an iuvialable Conſt ancy, anal bas, 
his Affairs ſettled, he will certainly return. | 
Hile this is from recover'd Athens ſent, | 
es I forget the Aid my Phillis lent? 
No oth#Yorch has Hymen held tor me. 
Ah! were I happy now, as then with thee! 
Theſeus (whoſe noble Blood your Mind did move 


Much leſs than your own free unbiaſs d Love) 


Hard 


DEemoPHOON e PHILEIS:- 


Hard Fate for us! driv'afrombis Rega Throne 
But Death has put the bold Ulurper down. 
Theſeus, who did an equal Glory ſhare 
With great Alcides inthe Toils of War, t 
When the brave Heroes, with united mn, 
Broke the fierce Ama xouian Troops at length. 
Theſeus, who, when the Minotaur he d ſlain, 
Did of an Enemy a Father gain. 
Cou'd ſuch a Prince, cou d ſucha erterber⸗ 
Without a Crime, abandon d, left by me? 
This, my dear Phillis, is Demophoon'sCharge,; - 
On this my Brother loudly does enlarge. 
You prels, he cries, for the fair Tiracian's Charms, 
And all your Courage ſoften in her Ams. 
Swittly the while Occaſion fliesaway, 
And our Diſaſters grow by your Delay. | 
Our Father's Fate, had you made haſte on Board: 
You had prevented, or with Eaſereſtor d. 
Should Athens leſs to you than Thraceappear; 
And why a Woman morethanbotb-bedear #* 
Thus rages Acamas. Old Ethranow 
With equal Anger bends her wrinkled Brow; : 
That ter Son's Hands cloſe not her aged Eyes, 
On my Delay with feeble Wrath ſhe flies. 
Iiilcnt ſtand, while me they bothaccuſe; 
Nor on their Anger, but thy Abſence muſe, 
Miethinłs this Moment ſti II hear em ſay- 
hi e on thy Coalt my ſhatte;'d Navy lay, 
To Sca, to Sea, the Weather now is kind. 
On Board, and ſpread thy Canvas to the Wind. 
By what, hard Demophoon, art thou ſo took? DS 13% | 
ſy "0 loſt Country, and4by Father ook. | 
K. 3 . 
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Phillis you love; her your Example make, 
Her Country ſhe for Love will not torſake. 
Begs your Return, but with you will aot ſtir; 
And does a barb'rous Crown to yours prefer. 

Let in the midſt of all how oft I pray'd 

By adverſe Winds tobe ſtill longer ſtay d 

Ott ven parting did embrace thy Neck, 

I bleſt the Storms that did our Farting check, 
Nor to my Father will I fear to own 

Whate'er for my ſweet Phallis I havedones | 
ThatI avow, gr he that Story hear, 

Is owing to the Merits of my Fair. 

I tell him freely. that I cdu d not leave 

Thy dear Embraces, but my Soul muſt grieve. 
What rocky Breaſt from ſuch a Wite couſd part, 
But weeping Eyes would ſpeak his finking Heart! 
The Ships ſhe might deny, ſhe does beſtow, 
And only bids they bea little low... 

Nor can he chuſe but pardon ſuch a Crime; 
Bright Ariadneꝭs not ſo loſt in him: 

Up to the Stars wheneꝰ er he caſts his Eyes, 

He ſees his ſhining Miſtreſs in the Skies. 9 
My Father's blam'd, as he bis Wife forfook, 
Tho by a God ſhe fcrcibly vas took. 

Shall my ill Fate too Philliabe the ſame ? 
Enquice the Cauſe, nor me unjuſtly blame. 
Take this ſure Pledge tor Demophoon's _— 
His Heart for you, and only you does burn. 

Ist poſſible you ignorant ſhould be ; 
Of the Diſaſters of my Family? 

Imourn a Parent «Fate, involv'd in Snarcs! * 


And oh thatnothingelſe employ d my Cares! 
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My Soul laments a noble Brother dead, 

Torn by his frighted Horfesas he oe” 

Not to excuſe Returning, have I told 

Some of the many Cauſes that with- hold 

Me from thy Ports. Believe it Fortune's Cine, 
That I ſtill beg of theea little Time. 
Declining Iheſcus I muſt firſt inter: 

Honour will thattoev'ry Thing prefer. 

That done, for which my Pray'rs1 do repeat- © 
For Leave, to Trace inſtantly retreat. 

Lam not talſe, but ſtill adore thy Charms. 

No do think I'm ſafe but in thy Arms. 

Not War nor Tempeſts, fince the Fall of Trey, 
Cou'd me in my Ræturu ſo much annoy 

To cauſe Delay: No, that wasonly ſeen 
Effected by the Kind tair Thracian Queen. 

Caſt on thy Shores, thou freely didft ſupply: 

To all my preſſing Wants a Remedy. 

Be (till the ſame: Then nothing ſhall remove 
The happy Demophoonfrom Phillis Love. 

What if a ten Tears War mou d now rene, 
Shit Honour ſhon'd engage me to purſue? 
Penelope thy great Example be, 

do fam'd for her Unſpotted Chaſtity. 

Her curious artful Web, ill under ſtood, 

Did her hot Lovers cunninglyelude. 

The Woot advanc'd the Day, the Nights reftrain,. hay. 
And ravel to its primitive Wool again. . 
But you with Fear,” it ſeems arealmoſt dead. 

Leſt the ſcorn'd Thracians ſhould deſpiſe your Bed. 
Ab, cruel! would.you withanother Wed ? 
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Is then your Love, is then your Faith ſolight ? 
Nor can the Fear of broken Vows affright ? 
Think what your Shame, think what your Grief will be, 
When my Returning Sails from far you ſee. 

Then all in vain repenting Tears will flow, 

And own the Conſtancy you queſtion now., 
Demophoon comes! then in Amaze, you'll cry; 
And to my Arms through Winter Storms does fly. 
Ab, why ſo great a Guilt did I contract 

And what I blam'd in him, why did ſ act? 

But Heav'n avert Nor let it c'er be ſaid,. 

That thy fair Vertue cou d beſo miſ-led. 

It ſuch a Fate ſhould on my Phillislight, 

The mighty load wou d overwhelm me quite. 
But ah! what di reful threat ning Words are thoſe 
With which your Letter you unkindly cloſe - 
Abſtain, at leaſt till greater Cauſe you ſee, 

To charge my Houſe with Double Perfidy.. , 
It to deſert the Cretan were a Fault; | 
vet l've done nothing to be guilty thought. 

- BKirewel my Hope's beſt Object, Soul of Love: 


All that obſtructs, our Meeting, ,Heay'n remove. M: 
Mayev'ry Joy Lovecan, or Fortune give, An 
For ever with my Charming Phill;. live. . IC 
The Winds no bear my Words; my Perſon they. bd. 
Lhepe ſnall ſafely to thy Arms convey; Kc 
There to repeat another Nuptial Day, 1 


My Wiſtiesare with thee ; and that! pauſe, 


My. Duty, and my Honour are the Cauſe. Lo 
55 If 
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EPS T. III. 
PARIS to OE NON E. 


The ARGUMEN r. 


The forſaken Nymph OEnone having written to Paris, #6 
— him — again#o her Embrace, aud to ſena 
3440 the Fair Grecian to her Husband: Paris, in this E- 
piftle, endeavours: to extenuate his Fault; laying the blame 
ſometimes on Fate and Fortune, and ſometimes on the Force 
of Love. With gentle bu the tries v0 mitigare her A 
fliction: and conckudes; adviſing ber to exert her u 


Skill in Magick (or which ſhe was Famous) to proeure st 
to her ſelf, by reviving his Paſſion for her, or by extiugiaſhing 


her own. 


W Hile you of me ſo juſtly, Nymph, complain, 
Iſeek for plauſible Replies'in vain. | 
I own my Fault, conteſs my broken Vows,. 
Yet my new Love no Penitence allows. 
May this Acknowledgment procure the Reſt, 
And calm the Tempeſts of Oinoze's Brealt. 
] Cupid's Slave his Order hut obe, 
Deſerting thee for cha ming Heleua:.. -  - | 
Your Wit and Beauty, Nymph, you know did move: 
My firſt young Wiſhes, and my Bloom of Love.. 
My glorious Birth then troublꝭd not our Joys 
Love and our Flocks didallour Thoughts imploy. 1 10 

If talk of Greatneſs mingled with our Sport. 
Lore OEnone might adorn a Cort. | 
Thus, tho? now chang'd, did then upon thee mile 
Love; whom to Reaſon, what canreconcile When 
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When you from Pan and from the Satyrs fled, 
To take a Private Shepherd to your Bed, 

Was it your Reaſon then you did purſue ? 

Or kept you ought belides ) your Love in View ? 
My pre ſent Paſſion is from Fate; for ere 

I did of Leda's beauteous Daughter hear, 

Inſpir d Caſſan dra did foretel the Thing, | 
Paris ſhall Helena to Ilium bring. 

Inev ry Circumſtance too well you ſee 
Thy Event has juſtity d her Prophecy: 

Except ttoſe Wounds of mine, which yet remain, 
To bring me to my pitying Nymphagain. 

Still I remember ſweet OEnone's Fear, 

When firſt we did the ſtrange Prediction hear. 

Melting in Tears—— Ah then, will Fate remove 

Her Pari from the loſt OEnone's Love! 

Muſt he ſuch Wars, Slaughters, and Ruin bring! 
. Betounda Prince. thus to involve the King! 
Love taught me threaten d Dangers to deſpiſe: 

And Love equipt me for my Enterprize. 

To him impute the Crime, and me forgive; 

The God, not Paris, does the Nymph deceive. 

Againſt his Pleaſure what can Mortals ſay, 


Whoſe Pow'r th' immortal Gods themſelves obey? 


When mighty Fove the Fire of Cupid burns, 
Ir to a thouſand various Shapes he turns. 
Europas Bull, and Danae's golden Show'r,. 
Put each a lovely Virgin in his Pow'r. 

Not charmisg Helen (Cauſe of all thy Care) | 
Had been ſo wond'rous; ſo divinely Fair, 
Had not great Fove the Silver Plumes put on, 
And cheated Lela with a ſeeming Swan, = 
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Oer Piny Ida, Fove, an Eagle, flies e bnd 0 
With his loyd Ganimedeto diſtant Sk ies. 1017 0 1M 
The valiant Hercules, ſo f ĩenee and Bo. | 9 
For Omphale, did a weak Diſtaff hold: #3 tr 4 


Glad like a Maid he fat him down'to Spin, 

And Conqu'ring ſhe put on the Lion's Skin. 

Your {elf Apollo's proffer'd Love decline, 

And ſhun a God's Embracesto be mine. 

Not that a Shepherd mies can "yes: IO 
But it ſo pleaſes Cupi*sDeity.. 

If my new Paſſion ſtillthy Mind iſpleale, 

vet this at leaſt methinks might give thee wb; 
That nothing in my Breaſt cou d quench thy Love, 

But the bright Daughter ot the awful oss: 
Thoꝰ yet her boaſted Birth and mighty Race 
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Enflame me leſs than her enchanting Facgee. 
] wiſh'd I had unskill'd in Beauty been 
Then Rival Goddeſſes l had not ſeen 


Not been obnoxious to great Funo's Hate; 

Nor wiſe Minerva then ſhou'd irritate, 

The fatal Apple I to Venus gave, 

Binds me for ever Citherea's Slave. 

She her Son's Darts will diſtribute around. 
And give him Orders when and where to wounds 
Jet is her ſelt oft wounded by his Dart: | 
The wanton Boy ſpares not his Mother's Heart. 
Mars to her Bed fo often did reſort, 

Al Heav'n at laſt was Witneſs to their Sport. | 
Then to attract Auchiſes to her rm. 
Appears a Mortal with Celeſtial Charms. 12. .1 2b 
What Wonder Love ſhou d have rantported me, 
When his own Mother Yuris not tree! r 
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Wrong'd Menelaus, the' hated; lovese Cn, 
On whom ſhe — — 
I ſee the gath ring Cloud tom Sparta rie, 
And threat' ning Tempeſteatiiclicn ohe sli, 
The angry Greet with Armiesmenace ue, 
And Hoſtile Flects tig aut for Paygamus.. 
Let em come on, and hightus ift they dare; 

To keep this Beauty wo neoepr their War. 
Her Face, O Enone 's ſd Deine Thing 
"Tis worth the Cares and Dangers bf a King. « 
The Grecian Princes, taftingfalitb Arm 
Enough evince, (if you ſtill doubt her Charms; 
But her for W hom thy Fleets and Arm ies ſend. 
With greater Foroe the/Tojans willdefend, . 
It any Hope, @Eabne;. you fetain , 
Of ever freeing me rom Helen's Chain, 
Quick to thoſe pow ful Herbs and Arti repair, 
By which thou rul'ſt in Heav'n, in Barth, and Air, 
Not Phabus ſelf is learueder than thee; 
Scarce are the Gods from thy ſtrong Magick free, 
Thou. by the mighty Workings of thine Art, 
From their pale Orbs tho trembhag Stars eauſt part. 
Call down the Moon: · che Sun s ſt ift 
Protract the Darkneſs;; and arreſt the Day. 
As Bulls I ted, among the Herd there came 
Fierce Lions, made by thy Euchantments tame. 
Swift õimois and Xanthas Chryſtal Wave 
Forbore to flow, when your Command You gave. 
Your Father Cebres' Waters too ſubmitʒ; 
Nor flight thy Charm, ſince all acknowledge it. 
Now, wiſeſt Nymph; exertthy utmoſt Art. 

5 2 _ own Fires, or weintbme my Heart 
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By Ar. DRYDEN. 


| Ty * OR mighty Wars thought to Tue y 
oh Lute, : 
And make my Meaſures to my Subje@ 4 
© fe. 
Six Feet for ev'ry Verſe the 
ſign d, 

But Cupid, Laighing, when he ſaw my Mind, 
From ev'ry Second Verſe a Foot purloin d. = 
Who gave Thee, Boy, this arbitrary Sway, | 
On Subjects, not thy own, Commands to lay, ay". 
Who Phabus only, and his Laws obey ? | 
L3 "Tis 
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*Tis moreabſurd, than if the Queen of Love 
Shou'd in Minerva's Armsto Battel move; 
Or Manly Pallas from that Queen ſhou'd take 
ler Torch, and oer the dying Lover ſhake. 
In Fields as well may Cynthia ſow the Corn, 
Gr Ceres wind in Woods the Bugle Horn. | 
As well may Phærbus quit the trembling String, 
For Sword, and Shield; and Mars may learn to Sing. 
Already thy Dominions are too large; | 
Be not ambitious of a Foreign Charge. 
It chou wilt Reign o'er all, and ev ry where, 
The God of Muſick for his Harp may fear. 
Thus when with ſoaring Wings I ſeek Renown, 
Thou p'ack'ſt my Pinions, and I flutter down. 
Cou d I on ſuch mean Thoughts my Muſe employ, 
I ant a Miſtreſs, or a blooming Boy. 
Thus I complain'd; his Bow the Stripling bent, 
And choſe an Arrow fit for his Intent. | 
The Shaft his Purpoſe fatally purſues; 
Now, Poet, there's a Subject for thy Muſe, 
He faid : (too well, alas, he knows his Trade,) 
For in my Breaſt a Mortal Wound he made, -— - 
Far hence ye proud Hexametersremove, 
My Verſc is pac d, and tramell'd into Love. 
With Myrtle Wreaths my thoughtful Brows incloſe, 


While in unequal Verſe Sing my Woes, 
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A* me! vrhy am I ſo uneaſie grown ? 

Ah! why ſo reſtleſs on my Bed of Down ? 

Why do I wiſhtofleep, but wiſh in vain? 

Why am Iallthe tedious Night in Pain? 

What Cauſe is this, that Eaſe, that Reſt denies?” 

And why my Words break forth in gentle Sighs ? 

Sure I ſhould know if Love had fix'd his Dart, - 1 


Or creeps he ſoftly in with treach'rous Art, 

And then grows Tyrant there, and wounds the Heart? 
Tis ſo the Shaft ticks deep, and galls my Breaſt 

"Tis Tyrant Love, that robs my Thoughts of Reſt / 

Well, ſhall I tamely yield, or muſt I fight? 

Pl yield; tis Patience makes a Burthen light: 

A ſhaken Toreh grows fierce, and Sparksariſe;- 


But, if unmov'd, the Fire looks pale, and dyees. 
The hard-mouth'd Horſe ſmartsfor his fierce Diſaing * 
The Gentle's ridden with a looſer Rein. & A 


Love ſmooths the Gentle, but the Fierce reclaims;- 
He fires their Breaſts, and fills their Souls wih Flames, 

I yie'd, Great Love, my former Crimes forgive. 
Forget my Rebel Thoughts, and let me live: f 
No need of Force: Iwillingly obey, 2:5bdT 
And now unarm'd, ſhall prove no glorious Prey. 5 20 
Go take thy Mother's Doves, thy Myrtle Crown, 

And, An Chariot, Mars ſhall lend his own; 


— 
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Therethou ſhalt ſit in thy triumphant Pride, 

And, whilſt glad Shouts reſound on ev'ry fide, 
Thy gentle Hands thy Mother's Doves ſhall guide. 
And there, to make thy glocious Pomp, and State, 
A Train of ſighing Youths, and Maids ſhall wait, 
Yet none complain of an unhappy Fate. 

There newly corquer'd I, ſtill freſh my Wound, 
Will march along, my Hands with Myrtle bound; 
There Modeſty, with Veils thrown o'er her Face, 
Now doubly bluſhing at ber own Diſgrace; 

There ſober Thoughts, and whatſoc'er diſdains 
Love's Rule, ſhall feel his Power, and bear his Chains: 
Then all ſhall fear, all bow, yet all rejoyce; 

To Triumphe be the publick Voice. 

Thy conſtant Guards, ſoft Fancy, Hope, and Fear, 
Anger, and ſoft Carefles ſhall be there: 

By theſe ſtrong Guards are Men and Godso'erthrown ; 
Theſe Conquer for thee, Love, and theſe alone : 
Thy Mother, from the Sky, thy Pomp ſhallgrace, 
And ſcatter ſweeteſt Roſes inthy Face: 

There Glorious Love ſhall ride, profuſely dreſt 
With all the richeſt Jewels of the Eaſt: 

Rich Gemms thy Quiver, and thy Wheels infold, 
And hide the poorneſs ot the baſer Gold. 

Then thou ſhalt conquer many, then thy Darts 

Shall ſcatter thouſand Wounds on tender Hearts: 
Thy Shafts themſelves will fly, thyncighb'ring Fire 
Will catch Men's Breaſts, and kindle warm Deſire. 
Thus conqu'ring Bacchus looks in Indian Groves, 
He dra wen by Tygers, thou by murm'ring Doves, 
Well then, ſince I too can enereaſe thy Train, 

Spend not thy Force on me, and Rage in vain; 
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Look on thy Kinſman C2/ar's happy Slaves, 
The ſame victorious Arm that conquers, ſaves. 


ELEGY Il 
To his Miſtreſs. 
By Mr. CHARLES HOPKINS. 


BE juſt, dear Maid, and equal Paſſion prove, 
Or ſhow me Cauſe why I ſhould ever love. 
I donotat your cold Diſdainrepine, 

Nor ask your Love, do you but ſuffer mine, 

I dare not aim at more exalted Bliſs, 

And Venus will beſtow her Votary this. 

Take him, who will for endleſs Ages ſerves” 
Take him, whoſe faithful Flame will never ſwerve. 
Tho' no illuſtrious Names my Race adorn, 

Who am but of Equeſtrian Order born; 

Tho' a few Plows ier ve my paternal Fields, 
Nor my ſmall Table many Diſhes yields; 

Yet Bacchus, Phæbus, and the tunctul Nine, 
Are all my Friends, and to my {ideencline, 


And Love's Great God, at laſt, will make me thine. 


Heav'n knows, dear Maid, L love no other Fair; 
In tbee lives all my Love, my Heav n lyes there. 
Oh! may I by indulgent Fate's Decree | 
With thee lead all my Life, anddie with thee, 
Thy Beauties yield me my tranſporting Theme; 
And while I celebrate thy charming Name, 

My Verſe ſhall be as ſacred as my Flame. 
ix | L 4 
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Fove's ſev ral Rapes, his injur d Jos Wrongs, 

Are made immortal in his Poet's Songs. 

Verſe ſtill reveals, whence Leda's Flames began, 
Rais d by the ſecret Godhead in the Swan, 

The Story of the Rape Europa bore, 

Shall laſt while Winds ſhall rage, or Waters roar. 
Your Name ſhall live like theirs, while Verfe endures, 
And mine be ever writ, and read with yours, 


E LEGI IV. 


To his Miſtreſs, whoſe Husband is invited to a 
Feaſt with them, The Poet inſtratts her how to 
behave her ſelf in his Company. 


ye Husband will be with us at the Treat; 

May that be the laſt Supper he ſhall eat. 

And am poor I, a Gueſt invited there, 

Only to ſee, while he may touch the Fair? 

To ſee you kiſs, and hug your nauſeous Lord, 

While his lewd Hand deſcends below theBoard ? 

Now wonder not that Hippodamia's Charms, 

At iuch a Sight, the Centaurs ur gd to Arms: 

That in a Rage, theythrew their Cups aſide, 

Aſſaild the Bridegroom; and wou d force the Bride: 
Tam not half a Horſe, (I wiſh I were: 

Let hardly can from you my Hands forb ear 
9 „Ale. 


f 


a So 


Rook L © VID'S Amour 


Take, then, my Counſel; which, obſerv d, may be 
Of ſome Importance both to you, and me. 

Be ſure to come betore your Man be there, 

T here's nothing can be done, but come howe er. 
Sit next him, (that belongs to Decency ) 

But tread upon my Foot in paſſing by, 

Read in my Looks what ſilently they ſpeak, 
And lily, with your Eyes, your Anſwer make. 
My litted Eye-brow ſhall declare my Pain, 

My Right-Hand to his fellow ſhall complain, . 

And on the Back a Letter ſhall deſign; 

Beſides a Note that ſhallbe writ in Wine. 

Whene er you think upon our laſt Embrace, 

With your Fore-Finger gently touch your Face. 

If any Word of mine offend my Dear, 

Pull, with your Hand, the Velvet of your Ear. 

If you are pleas d wich what Ido, or ſay, 

Handle your Rings, or with your Fingers play,” 

As Suppliants ule at Altars, -bold the Board, . 
Whene'er you wiſh the Devil may take your Lord.. 
When he fills for you, never touch the Cup; | 
But bid thꝰ officious Cuckold drinł it up, 

The Waiter on thoſe Services employ 3 

Drink you, and I will ſnatch it from the Boy,” 
Watching the Part where your ſweet Mouth has been, 
And thence, with eager Lips, will ſuck it in. 

If he, with Clowniſh Manners thinks it fit 

To taſte, and offers you the naſty Bir, - 

Reject his greazy Kindneſs, «ngzcſtore 5 

Ti unſav'ry Morſel he had che d before. | 
Nor let his Arms embrace your Neck, nor reſt? 
Tour tender Check upon his hairy Breaſt. 
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Let not his Hand within your Boſom ſtray, 
And rudely with your pretty Bubbies play. 
But, above all, let him no Kiſs receive; 
That'san Offence I never can forgive. 
Do not, Odo not that ſweet Mouth reſign, 
Leſt I riſeup in Arms, and cry tis mine. 
I ſhallthruſt in betwixt, and void of Far 
The maniteſt Adult rer will appear. 
Theſe things are plain to fight, but more I doubt 
What you conceal beneath your Petticoat. 
Take not his Leg between your tender Thighs, 
Nor, with your Hand, provoke my Foe to riſe. 
How many Love-Inventions I deplore, 
Which I, my ſelf, have practis d all before? 
How oft have I been fore d the Robe to litt 
In Company; to make a homely ſhift 
For a bare Bout, ill huddled o er in bafte, 
While o'er my Side the Fair her Mantle caft > 
Youto your Husband ſhall not be ſo kind; 
But, left you ſhou'd, your Mantle leave behind. 
Encourage him to Tope, but kiſs him not, 
Nor mix one drop of Water in his Pot. 
It he be Fuddled well, and Snores apace, 
Then we may take Advice from Time, and Place. 
When all depart, while Complimentsare loud, 
Be ſure to mix among the thickeſt Crowd: 
There I will be, and there we cannot miſs, 
Perhaps to grubble, or at leaſt to kiſs, 
Alas, whatlength of Labourl employ, 
Juſt to ſecure a ſhort, and tranſient Joy ! 
For Night muſt part us; and when Night is come, 
© Tuck'd underneath his Arms, he leads you home, 
1 He 


: 
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He locks you in, I follow to the Door, 

His Fortune envy, and my own deplore. 

He kiſſes you, he more than kiſſes too; 

Th' outragious Cuckold thinks it all his due. 
But, add not to his Joy, by jour Conſent ;- 
And let it not be giv'n, but only lent: 

Return no Kiſs, nor move in any ſort ; 
Makeita dull, and a malignant Sport. 

Had I my Wiſh, he ſhou'd no Pleaſure take, 
But ſlubber o'er your Buſineſs for my ſake. 
And whate'er Fortune ſhall this Night befal, 
Ceakes me to-morrow, by forſweaxing all, 


ee Tn R | 


E E. B G T 


By Mr. Dux xk. 


Was Noon, when I, ſcorch'd with the double Fire, 
Of the hot Sun, and my mote hot Deſire, 

Stretch'd on my Downy Couch at Eaſe was laid, 

Big with Expectance of the lovely Maid. ; 

The Curtains but halt drawn, a Light let i in, 

Such as the Shades of thickeſt Groves is ſeen ; 

Such as remains, when the Sun flies away, >. 

Or when Night's gone, and yet it is not Day. * 

This Light to modeſt Maids muſt be allow d, 

Where Shame may hope its guilty Head to ſhrowd, 

And now my Love Corinna did appear, 5 

In 


Looſe on her Neck fell her divided Hair; 
Looſe as her flowing Gown, that wanton'd in the Air, 
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In ſuch a Garb, with ſuch a Grace, and Mien, 
To her rich Bed camethe Aſſyrian Queen. 

So Lais look d, when all the Youth of Greece 

With Adoration did her Charms confeſs. 

Her envious Gown to pull away, I try'd,. 

But ſhe reſiſted ſtill, and ſtill deny d; 

But ſo reſiſted, that ſhe ſeem d to be 

Unwilling to obtain the Victory. 

So I atlaſt, an eaſy Conqueſt had; . * 

Whilſt my tair Combatant her ſelf betray d: 

But when ſhe naked ſtoed before my Eyes, 

Gods! with what Charms did ſhe my Soul ſurpriſe ?7 
What ſnowy Arms did I both ſee, and feel? 

With what rich Globes did ber ſoft Boſom ſwell; . 
Plump, as ripe Cluſters, roſe each glowing Breaſt; 
Courting the Hand, and ſuing to be preſt ! 

What a ſmooth Plain was on her Belly ſpread ? 
Where thouſand little Loves and Graces-play'd! 
What Thighs! What Legs! Bu: why ſtrivel in vain, 
Each Limb, each Grace, each Feature to explain? 
One Beauty did through her whole Body ſhine, 
Iſaw, admir'd, and preſt it cloſe to mine. 

The reſt, who knovys not? Thus intranc d we lay, 

N 
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Till in each others Arms we dy d away; 
© give meducha Noon (ye Gods) to ey ry Day. 
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7 NIN MII OI MESS ITN CES EI 
FEES T: YE. 

To bis Miſtreſs's Porter, to open the Gate to him. 
By an nnkyown Hard. 


l:ave, if Thou worthy of thy Chains wou d ſt bez, 
A grateful Office do to Love, and Me. 
Unbar the Wicket, and a Friend admit; 
The Trouble is not much, nor Favour great. 
Iask thee not to ſpread the Foldings wide, 
Keepit at jar, I'll ſoftly by Thee ſlide. 
Ito Love's Labours have ſo long been us d, 
My Shapes are toa Lath's lank Size reduc'd. 
The ſmalleſt Crevice will my Bus neſs do, 


I. cannot beſo ſtrait, but I ſlip thro”. 


Love guides Me, when by Night I walk the Street,. 
And, when Igrope my Way, Qirects my Feet. 

By Night I was; a Youth, raid to walk, 

Frighted by Childrens, and o Nurſes Talk. 

I wonder'd Men cou'd wander in the Gloom; 

And kept, for fear of Spirits, cloſe at home. 

Love, and his Mother, when they knew my lng 
Cry'd Fool, thou ſhalt not long theſe Phantom! | 
Nor fear d I long, for Love my Heart poſſeſs d, 
Thoſe Viſions vaniſh'd, and my Terrors ceas d. 
Nor Ghofts, nor Scourers did I dread, but ſtrol'ds 
The Strectsa-nights, aud grey in Peril bold, 


— 
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Fhee only do I fear, and trembling ſtand 

To wait the Motions ot thy tardy Hand. 

With ſoft Requeſt, thy Succour I implore, _ 
Nor ſue to Fove, nor dread the Thund'rer more. 
See, how the Gate is moiſten'd with my Tears, 
What Marks of my impatient Love it bears. 
Remember, when thou for the Laſh wer t ſtript, 
Who ſav d thee, at whoſe Suit thou wer t not whipt. 
Did not I ſooth thy angry Lady's Mind, 

And make thy Peace? Be thou to me as kind. 
Think what ſoft things to move her Soul, I aid; 
And let them in her Lover's Fayour plead. 

But Ah! The tender i hings that made her kind. 
Work no ſuch Wonders on thy eruel Mind. 

Wou dſt thou my friendly Offices repay ? 

Fate throws a fair Occaſion in thy Way: 
Unlock the Gate; the Morning will not ſtay. 
Unlock the Gate; and as thou' rt kind to me, 

So may thy gentle Lady prove tothee. 

May ſhe to looſe thy hateful Chains incline, 

And ſtead of Water, be thy-Portion Wine. 

But what avall my ſoothing Wards? Thy Ear 

Is deat, Inhumane to my Ming Pray r. 

Your Gates with Poſtsof pond'rous Oak are bart d, 
As if you Houſe was tor a Siege prepar d. 

Why allt*#Fence, what Foe have you to fear? 
And „ do you provide for War? 

Thus rudeſy it your Lady's Friends you treat, 
What Uſage muſt her Foes expect to meet? 
Unlock the Gate, the Morning will not ſtay, 


Unlock the Gate, and give my Love its Way. 


* 
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By Treaty I would enter, not by Force; 
With Arms come not, nor with Foot, or Horſe. 
have nq Aid, and Company have none, 

And were it not for Love, ſhould be alone. 

Where- e er I go, by Love I'm ſtill purſu'd, 
And cannot ſhake him trom me, if I wou'd. 
He's of my Being now become a part; 
Dwellsin my Veins, and revels in my Heart. 

A Flowing Glaſs has fill'd with genial Fire 

Myfev'riſh Blood, and kindled new Deſire; 

My fluſhing Cheeks my riſing Fumes conteſs, 
And my dropt Garland ſhews a Lover's Drels: 
| Whatdreadful Arms are theſe, and who would fear: 

To meet a Man, that's thusequipt for War:? 
Unlock the Gate, the Morning will uot ſtay, 
Unlock the Gate, and make no more Dęlay. 

Or is it Sloth, or is it Sleep. that brings 

This Lett to Love, and pinions down his Wings? 

Why elſedol in vain repeat my Prayer? 

Is it, thou doſt not, or thou wilt not hear? 

When firſt I waited at thy Gate, and thought 

To ſcape thy Care, I was at Midnight caught. 

With Over Diligence, thou then look dſt out, 
To ſpie what Lover was upon the Scout. 

Theſe are wild Gueſſes, thou'rt perhaps employ d 

More ſweetly, and enjoy ſt what I enjoy d. 11 

And while 'm waiting with Impatience here, & 

Thyenvy'd Fortune's with the faithleſs Fair, 

Ch for thy Pleaſures, give me all thy Pains, 

Let us change Chances, and be mine thy Chains. 

Unlock the Gate, the Morning will not ſtay, 

Unlock the Gate, and Kindneſs paſt repay. 


- * * 
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Hark; or I dream, or on the Hinge I hear 

The Wicket turn, or Bolts unlooſen d jar. 

Tdream indeed, the Bolts as they were laid 

Stand fixt; the Noiſe was by my Fancy made, 

Or by a Northern Blaſt, that hoarſe did groan, 

And with the Wind away my Hopes are blown : 

Oh that the Blaſt had broke the Barrier down; 

But all, alas! is huſht, I hear no Sound, 

All in the Silence of the Night isdrown'd. 

Here, hopeleſs of Admittance, I attend 

While on my Head the prarly Dew deſcend; 

Unlock the Gate, the Morning will not ſtay, 

Unlock the Gate, 1 will no longer pray, 

But force, by Sword and Fire, my readier Way. 

What need of Fire and Sword ? my ſelf alone 

More pow'rful, than or Sword or Fiream grown. 

Around your Heads ſhallflaming Torches fly; 

By Fove, the Houſe ſhall burn, as wellasT. 

Night, Love, and Wine encourage, and enflame; 

Theſe triumph over Fear, and that o'er Shame, 

All Ways ve try'd, but all ſucceſsleſs prove; 

Nor Threats can frightthee, nor Entreaties move, 

Deaf to my Pfay'rs, as to my Tears thou rt blind, 

Thy Gate is leſs obdurate than thy Mind. 

Unworthyof a lovely Lady's Latch, 

Thou ſhouldſt the Wicket of ſome Miſer watch. 

But ſee, the ruddy Morn begins to riſe, 

And paints with roſie Streaks the Eaſtern Skies. 

While crowing Cocks the Lab'rer's Sloth revile, 

And ſummon Wretches totheir daily Toil. 

Throw then, fond Man, thy fragrant Chaplet by, 

And let it at thy Lady's Threſhold lie. 

Ns | When 
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When in the Morn thy faded Flow'rs ſhe ſpies, 
Kind Thoughts of me may in her Boſom riſe. 
Perhaps ſhe may reſent her Porter's Crime, 
And grieve, that here ſo ill I ſpent my Time. 
Whatever Cauſe to wiſh thee Ml Fhave, 
Farewel, thou Lazy, or thou Proufy Slave: 
Againſt me, tho* thou ſhut'ſt thy Lady's Gate, 
I cannot one, that ſerves my Miſtreſs, hate. 
You Both, who did againſt my Hopes rebel, 
Ah Porter, and Ah cruel Gate, Fare wel. 


5-2 n Of * * 


EO VIE 
To his Miſtreſt, whom he had beaten. 
By Henry CROMWELL, Eq; 


me, if ye're Friends, and let theſe Hands be bound, 
Which could with impious Rage a Miſtreſs ound: 
What more did Ajax in his Fury do? 
When all the Sacred grazing Herd he flew ; 
Or * He who ſpar d not her who gave him Breath; 
So ill the Son reveng d his Father's Death! 
Then I had broke the moſt Religious Ties, 
Both to my Parents, and the Deities: 
I tore (O Heav'ns!) her finely braided Hair; 
How charming then look'd the diſorder d Fair! 
So Atalanta in her Chaiſe is drawn, 
Where the Arcadian Beaſts her Empire own: | 
* Oreſtes.. . BD 
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So Ariadne, left upon the Shore, 

Does all alone her loſt Eſtate deplore, ; 

Curſes the Winds and Seas, which perjur'd Theſeus bore: 

Who would not then have rail d, and talk d aloud ? 

(Which to the helpleſs Sex might be allow'd ;) 7 
She only did upbraid me with her Exe, - 

Whoſe ſpeaking Tears did want of Words {upply, 

*'T was but too much, (ye Gods) to make me die: 

O that ſome Merciful Superior Pow r 

Had ſtruck me lame before that fatal Hour, 

And not have ſuffer d me to pierce my Heart 

So deeply, in the beſt, and tend'reſt Part; 

To make a Lady that Subjection own, 

Which is not to the meaneſt Roman known. 

Twas Diomed, who firſt a Goddeſs ſtrook, 

I from his Hand that curs'd Example took; 

But he was far leſs Criminal than I, 

I wasa Lover, he an Enemy: 

March like a Congueror in Triumph now, | 

With Laurel-wreaths encompaſſing your Brow, | 

And render to the mighty Gods your Vow; ' 

So, asyou paſs, th' attending gazing Croud, 

By their Applauſe ſhallſpeak your Cuurage loud; 


With ſtreaming Cheeks, and with diſhevell'd Hair, 
Thro' all her Grief and Wounds moſt eminently fair. 
Such Lips were form'd for kinder Wounds, than theſe, 
Wounds made by Lovers furious Ecſtacics: 
Though like a Torrent I was hurry d on, 

A Slave to Paſſion, which I cou d not ſhun; 

I might have only pierc'd her tender Ear 

With threat ning Language, ſuch as Virgins fear; 


Let your fad Captive in the Front appear, | t 


Fer 
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Fear having child the Current of her Blood, 
pale as a Parian Marble Statue flood | 
The ſenſeleſs Frame Then ſhook her trembling Knees, 
As when the Winds do whiſtle thro' the Trees, C 
Or ſoftly curl the Surface of the Seas: 
So lender Ruſhes, eaſily inclin'd, 
By ev'ry Blaſt are ruMed by the Wind ; 
Tears, which Suſpence did for a while reſtrain, 
Guſh'd forth, and down her Checks the Deluge ran, 
As when the Sun does by a pow'rful Beam 
Diſſolve the Froſt, it runs into a Stream: 
The lamentable Object ſtruck me dead, 
And Tears of Blood to quench thoſe Tears 1 ſhed ; 
Thrice at her Feet the proſtrate Suppliant fell, 
And thrice did ſhe repulſe the Criminal: 
What would I not, your Anger to abate, i 
Redeem your Favour— or remove your Hate? 
To your Revenge no Means or Method ſpare; 
Revenge, alas! is eaſie to the Fair: 
But leſt ſome eloquent remaining Sign 
Should ſtill reproach me with ſo black a Crime, 
Let no Diſorder in your Face appear, 
From your bright Eyes let there not ſcape a Tear, 5 
And once again compoſe your ſcatter d Hair. 


- 
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eech 
EKL EGT VIII. 


He — a Baud, for going about to debaul biz 
Miſtreſs, 


By Sir CHARLES SIDLEY.. 


Here is a Bawd renown'd in Venus” Wars, 
And dreadtul ſtill with honourable Scars: 
Her Youth and Beauty, Craft and Guile ſupply, 
- Sworn Foe to all Degrees of Chaſtity: 

Dyp/as, who firſt taught Love-ſick Maids the Way 
To cheat the Bridegroom on the Wedding-Day, 
And then a hundred ſubtle Tricksdevis'd, 
Wherewith the am'rous Theft might be diſguis'd ; 
Ot Pigeons-Blood, ſqueeꝛz d from the panting Heart, 
With Surteit . Water, to contract the Part, 
She knows the Uſe: Whilſt the good Man betray'd, 
With eager Arms hugs the falſe bleeding Maid. 
Ot Herbs and Spells ſhe tries the guilty Force, 

The Poyſon of a Mare that goes to Horſe. 
Cleaving the Midnight Air upon a Switch, 
Some for a Bawd, moſt take her for a Witch. 
Each Morning ſees her reeling to her Bed, 
Her native Blue o'creome with-drunken Red. 
Her ready Tongue ne er wants an uſetul Lie, 
Soft moving Words, nor charming Flattery. 
= Thus I o'erheard her to my Lucia ſpeak, 
Young Damon's Heart wilt thou fer ever break? | 


_ 
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He long has lov'd thee, and by me he {ends 
To learn thy Motions, which he ſtillattends. 
0 If to the Park thou go'ſt, the Plays are ill; 

If to the Plays, hethinks the Air wou d kill, 
The other Day he gaz d uponthy Face. 

As he wou'd grow a Statue in the Place; 

And who indeed does not? like a new Star, 
Beauty, like thine, ſtrikes Wonders from afar, 
Alas, methinks thou artill-dreſt to-night, 

This Point's too poor; thy Necklace is not right 
This Gown was by ſome botching Taylor made, 

It ſpoils thy Shape; this Fucus is ill laid, 

Hear me, and be as happy as thou'rt Fair, 

Damon is Rich, and what thou want'ſt, can ſpare, 


1 
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Wou'd henot buy, he might himſelt bebought. 
Fair Lucia bluſh'd ; it is a ſign of Grace, 

Dyt/as reply d. that Red becomes thy Face. 

All Lovers now, by what they give, are weigh'd, 

And ſhe is beſt belov'd, that isbeſt paid. 

The Sun-burnt Latines, in old Tatins' Reign, 

Did to one Man perhaps their Love reſtrain. 

Venus in her Ænea City rules, 

And all adore her Deity, but Fools. 

Goon, ye Fair, Chaſte only let ſuch live, 

As none will ask, and know not how to give. 

How prettily you frown? But I'll ſpeak on, 

Hear me, another Pay twill be your own. 

Vertuous Penelope is ſaid t have try d, 

With a ſtrong Bow, each luſty Lover's ſide. 

Nor did Lucretia kill herſelf for Rage, 

But Loye of Targwin, in that colder Age. 


Like thine his Face, like thine his Eyes are thought, 
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To the young Prince ſhe yow d, ne'et more to joyn 

In dull Embraces with her Collatine. 

To keep her Word ſhe dy'd | 

Life ſteals away, and our beſt Hours are gone, 

Ere the true Uſe, or Worth of them, be known. 

Things long neglected of themſelves decay; 

What we forbear, Time rudely makes his Prey, 

Beauty is beſt preſerv'd by Exerciſe, 

Nor for that Task can one, or few ſuffice, 

'Wov'dſt thou grow Rich, thou muſt from many take; 

From one*twere hard continually torake, 

Without new Gowns, and Coaches, who can live? 

What does thy Poet, but new Verſes give? 
A Poet, the laſt thing that Earth does breed, 
Whoſe Wit, for Sixpence, any one may read. 
Him that will give, to Homer I prefer, 
To give ib an ingenious Thing, I ſwear, 
Deſpiſe not any can a Preſent make; 

It matters not from whom, but what we take. 
Nor with the Sound of Title be thou caught; 
For nothing can with empty Names be bought. 
Hang the poor Lover, and his Pedigree; 

The thriving Merchant, or fat Judge, give me, 
If any beardleſs Stripling ask a Night, 
And think thee paid with mutual Delight; 
Bid him go earn thy Price among the Men, 
And when he has it, come to thee again. 
Love truly none, but ſeem in Love with all, 
And at old Friends to thy new Lover rail. 
Sometimes deny, twill Appetite procure 
The _—_ Hawks will Roop to any Lure, 
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Then grantagain, leſt hea Habit get 
of living from thee ; but be ſure thou let 
Noempty Lover in: murmur iometimes, 
And as firſt hurt, reproach him with thy Crimes. 
Seem jealous, when thou'ſt been thy {elf to blame, 
*Twill ſtop bis Mouth, it thou the firſt complain, 
All thou haſt done be ready to forſwear : 
For Lover's Oaths Fair Venus has no Ear, | 
Whilſt he is with thee, let ſome Woman bring 
Some Indian Stuff, or Foreign precious Thing; 
Which thou muſt ſay thou want ſt, and he muſt buy, 
Though for it fix Months hence in Goal he lye. 
Thy Mother, Siſter, Brother, and: thy Nurſe, 
Muſt have a pull each at thy Lover's Purſe, 
Let him from Rivals never be ſecure, | 
That Hope once gone, Love will not long endure. 
Shew him the Preſents by thoſe Rivals ſent, 
So ſhall his Bounty thy Requeſt prevent, 
When he will give no more, ask him to lend, 
If he want Money, find a truſting Friend, 
Get Hangings, Cabinets, a Looking-Glaſs, 
Or any thing for which his Word will paſs. 
Practiſe theſe Rules, thou'lt find the Benefitz 
Iioft my Beauty, erel got this Wit. 

I at that Word ſtept from behind the Door, 
And ſcarce my Nails from her thin Cheeks forbore. 
Her few Grey Hairs in Rage I vo d to pull, 
And thruſt her drunken Eyes into her Skull. 
Poor in a Dungeons Bottom mayſt thou rot, 
Die with a Blow with tky beloved Pot; 
No Brandy, and eternal Thirſt, thy Lot. 
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By HENRTCROMWEIL T, Eſq; 


RUST me, my Atticus, in Love are Wars; 
And Cupid has his Camp, as well as Mars : 
The Agethat's fit for War beſt ſuits with Love, 
The old in both unſerviceableprove, 
Infirm in War, and impotent in Love. 
The Soldiers whicha General does require, 
Are ſuch as Ladies would in Bed deſire: 
Who, but a Soldier, and a Lover, can' 
Bear the Night's Cold in Show'rs of Hail, and Rain ? 
One in continual Watch his Station keeps, | 


Or on the Earth in broken Slumbers ſleeps; 


The other takes his ſtill repeated Round 

By's Miſtreſs' Houſe then ledges on the Ground: 
The Soldiers long and tedious Marches make; 

The active Lover, for his Miſtreſs Sake, 

Willany Toils and Dangers undergo; 

Not rugged Mountains, nor untrodden Snow, 
Rivers by Floods increas d, no raging Sea, f 
Nor adverſe Winds can ever make him ſtay, | | 
When Lovecommands, and Beauty leads the Way. 
Soldiers, and Lovers, with a careful Eye, 
Obferye the Motionsof the Enemy: 
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One to the Walls makes his Approach in Form; Fg 

Puſhes the Siege, and takes the Town by Storm 

The other lays his cloſe to Celia's Fort, 

Preſſes his Point, and gains the wiſh'd-for Port: 

As Soldiers, when the Foe ſecurely lyes 

In Sleep, and Wine di ſſolv d, the Cu ſurprize; 

So when the Jealous to their Reſt remove, 

And all is huſht, — the other Real to Love: : 

Uncertain is the State of Love, and War, | } 


R 


The Vanquiſh'd rally, and their Loſs repair, 
Regain the Ground, and rout the Conqueror: 
You then, who think that Love's an idle Fit, 
| Know, that it is the Exerciſe of Wit: 


In Flames of Love the fierce Achilles burns, 

And, quitting Arms, abſent Briſeis mourns; 

From the Embraces of Andromache | 

Went Hector arm'd for War, and Victory: 

As Agamemnon law Caſſandra paſs 

With Hair diſhevelFd, and diſorder d Dreſs, 
H' admir'd the Beauties of the Propheteſs: 

The God of War was caught in th' Act of Love; 

A Story known to all the Court above: 

Once did I paſs my Hours in Sloth, and Eaſe, 

Cool Shades and Beds of Down could only pl-aſe ; 

When a commanding Beauty rais'd my Mind, ' 

let all little trifling Thoughts behind, 

WW Andto her Service all my Heart reſign'd : | 

8 Since, like an active Soldier, have ſpent | 

My Time, in Toils of War, in Beauty's Tent ; } 

And for ſo ſweet a Pay all Dangers under went: 

Lou fee, my Atticus, by what I prove, 

Who would not live in ldleneſs, —-muſt love. oa 
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Ln K. 
To his Mercenary Miſtreſs. 


V Henry CROMWELL, Eſq; 
AS Helen, when to Troyfhe did eſcape, 


And Greeks with Fire and Sword purſu dthe Rape; 


As Leda, when the God his Love - trick play d, 
Under the Figure of a Swan betray'd ; 

As Amymone, wand'ring o er the Plains, 

That rural Fair, admir'd by all the Swains ; 

So tair was you, fo much in Love was I, 

Iran to the Extreams of Jealouſie, 

Fear'd Eagles, Bulls, and ev'ry Shape that Fove 
Had e er transform'd himſelf into, for Love: 
Now, free from Love or Fears, my Mind's at eaſe, 
Nor does that Beauty any longer pleaſe. 

This Humour, you may ſay, is wond'rous ſtrange, 
And ask the Reaſon of this ſudden Change: 

Once, when your undeſigning Heart was kind, 
Fair was your Face, and perfect was your Mind: 
But now the ſlighter Beauties ot the Skin 

Do yield to the prevailing Vice within: 

Love is a Child, ho uſes no Deceit, 

Nor wears he Cloaths to cover any Cheat, 

Accepts no Bribes ;-—why for a wretched Fee 
Should you rhen proſtitute his Deity ? 
Make Venus to her Son ſerveev'ry Day, 
And drudge i th*meaneſt Offices for Pay? 


2 They'reſoftly bred, and would not, work, but play : 
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The Whore, to whom each Purchaſer has Right, 
Forces for Gain decaying Appetite, | 

Yet there's a Bad to whom the Spoils accrue; 
She fain would ſhun, what you by Choice purſue: 
Theſe (did Ways the very Brutes reprove, 

W ho by their Practice teach you how to Love: 
The luſty Bull his Female doesenjoy, 

Nor can a Bribe their mutual Loves deſtroy: 
Woman alone rejoices in the Spoil, 

And makes Advantages ot ev'ry Smile, 

Rates at her Pleaſures the high-priz'd Delight, 
And Men muſt purchaſe ev'ry happy Night; 
Yet does ſhe meet him with as much Deſire, 
And no leſs fierce, and raging is the Fire. 

Since with an equal pace our Paſſions move, 
Why ſhould one buy, and th' other {ell in Love? 
Why ſince the Pleaſure's mutual, ſhould it be 
To you Advantage, anda Loſs to me? 

The Way is infamous a Witneſs takes, 

Whoef his Perjury a Living makes; 

So for the raiſing of a low Eſtate 

To ſet your Body at a common Rate! 

Can you to ſuch mean Ends as theſe employ 
The Gifts, by Nature's Bounty youenjoy:? 
Grant but the Bleſſing treely, and you may 

An everlaſting Obligation lay; 

But where's the mighty Favour, when we pay? 
Forbear, ye Fair, to make a Trade of Love, 
The Wealth, that's got ſo ill, can ne er improve; 
Juſtly the * Veſtalby their Armour fell, 
Who would her Honour for their Bracelets ſell: 
Jurpeia. 12 
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The Rich your Wiſhes are oblig dto meet, 

And lay their frequent Preſents at your Feet; 
 Alcineus' Orchards Fruit enough can ſpare/, 

From the full Vines the Grapes in Cluſters tear, 

And eaſe thꝰ o er · loaded Boughs, which num'roud? Apples 
Let Faith, and Love ſupply my little Store, [bear : 
The Will ſhall ne'er be wanting to the Pow's : 
Verſe is the greateſt Tribute I can bring; 

Your Charms I could to future Ages fing : 
Jewels and Gold will periſh, but the Fame 

The Muſes give, hall ever be the fame: 

You check my generous Paſſion when you crave, | 
Not that I'm loath to part with what I have ; | 
Had you not ask'd me, I had freely gave. 
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To Nape, praying her to deliver his Letter to her Miſtreſs, 
By the ſame Hand. 

N Ape, who knowyſt ſo well to ſet the Hair, 
| And all theFaſhionsof the Modiſh Fair, 
| Likethee, no Lady's Woman in the Town 
Can forward an Intreague, or pin a Gown; 
No Maid, than thee, can boaſt a quicker Eye, 
| Nor ſooner the ſour Husband's Coming ſpye; 
| None can with better Art her Signs employ, 
* To tell the Lover, Whenher Lady's coy, 


Tis all a Feint, and ſhe expects the joy. i 
Thou who doſt oft Corinnas Paſſions move, 


Aud kindle, when they cool, the Fire of Love; * 
it O 
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Thou, who oft cur'ſt Her of her falſe Alarms, 


And bring' ſt her, tho' reluQant, to my Arms; 


- Here, Nape, take this Billet-doux, and bear 


My Soul's ſott Wiſhes tothe abſent Fair. 
If I can gueſs, thy Heart is not of Flint, 


Nor is there the leaſt Vein of Ir'nin't; 


I, ſomething in thy Looks, and Manners ſee, 


Above the Rudeneſs of thy low Degree; 


A ſofter Turn, to Pity more inclin d, 

Than vulgar Souls, a more complacent Mind 
Thou feel ſt, if I can gueſs, an equal Flame, 

And thine, and my Diſtemper is the tame: 

If how I do, ſheasks, do thou reply, 

For the dear Night, and Night'sdear Joys, I die, 
Tell her the Letter will the reſt explain, 

And does my Soul, and all it's Hopes contain. 

But Time, while lam ſpeaking, fliss; 'boſurs - 

To give the Billet in a leiſure Hour, _ 

Don't be content with her imperfect View; 

But make her, when ſhe has it, read it thro”. 

I charge thee, as ſhereads, obſerve her Eyes. 
Catch, if thou canſt, her gentle Looks, and Sighs: 
Asthele are ſure Preſages of my Joy, 


So Frowns and Low'rs my flatt'ring Hopes deſtroy, 


Pray her, when ſhe has read it, to indite 

An Anſwer, and along Epiſtle write. 

hate a Billet, where at once view 

A Page all empty, but a Line or two. 

Let her without a Margent fill it up, 

And crowdit from the Bottom to the Top. 

But why ſhould ] her pretty Fingers tire? 

A Word's enough, and all that Idefires- 1 1 
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Ah Nape, let her only bid me come. 

The Page is large, which for that Word has room. 
Her Letter, like a Conqu'ror's, ſhall be bound 
With Bays, for it with Conqueſt ſhall be crowyn d. 
The Billet ſhall at Venus Shrine be laid, 

And this Inſcription with Devotion made. 

« Naſo, thy ever- faithful Votary, 

This Tablet, Venus, dedicates to thee. 
Tho late it from the Log was cut, tis Now 
«Become the ſacred Table of my Vow. 
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He curſes his Letter Pang it was not Anſwer d. 


H pity me, my Friends! ! the cruel Fair 
Will neither read my juſt Complaint, nor hear. 

The Billet-doux I fent her, ſhe return d, 
And e en to ope the tender Letter ſcorn d. 
Ill was the Omen, for the Slave [ ſent 
Tript at the Still, as out of Doors he went. 
If cer you on an Errand go for me 
More careful, Sirrah, how you ſtumble, be; 
Step ſoberly, and warily along: 
The End's ne er right, it the Beginning's wrong. 
Since thus, in vain, her Pity I implore, 
I' ne'er to Tablets truſt my Paſſion more. 
Nor with my Wax, for Death my Warrant Sea]; 
Worſe, than her Scorn, what Torture can l feel? 
From Combs of Corſica the Wax was ta'en, 


The latent Eoiſon was the Lover's Bane, 
: (5 
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* es there from Venom'd Flow'rs their Honey ſuck, 
nd ſurely to my Wax that Venom ſtuck. 
hance on the Seal did my Misfortune paint, 
und ſhew'd my Doom by the Vermilion Feint. 
urſe on the Inſtrumentsof my Diſgrace, 
| lay you lic rotting in ſome filthy Place, 
By Carts run o'er, may you to Bits be torn, 
\nd your Miſbap revenge Corinna's Scorn. 
The Man that firſt to ſmooth your Surface toil'd, 
he Wooden Work with Hands impure defil'd, 
wasGallows-Timber, and was ne er deſign d 
o waft the Wiſhes of a tender Mind; 
or grew to bleſs, but to deſtroy Mankind. 
ibbets and Racks ſhould of the Wood be made, 
nd the rough Tools of all the murd'ring Trade. 
batts rooſted in its Branchesas it grew. 
nd Birds of Prey for Shelter thither flew: 
ne Vulture, and all Kinds ot rav'nous Fowl, 
nere hatch d their Young, and there the om nous Owl. 
ow mad to uſe ſuch Tablets muſt Ibe? # 
urſt, andill-fated, as their Parent Tree. 
Were theſe fit Things ſoft Sentiments to bear, 
nd to a Lady tell a Lover's Care? 
awyers, on you, might horrid Jargon write, 
ith Sound the Ear, with Senſe the Soul to tright;- 
ell might your Planethe wicked Writings bear, 
V here the rich Miſer robs the ruin'd Heir. 
hen I fir purchas'd you, I fear d noleſs; 
our Numbers even, made me doubt Succeſs :: 
ay you by Worms be in old Age devour d, 
nd by all Mortals, as by me, abhorr d. 
M +4 ELEGY 


B I G XIII. : 
To the Morning, not to make Haſte. 
By an unkyown Hand. 


Urora, riſing from old Tithon's Bed, 
Does o'er the Eaſtern Skies her Roſes ſpread : 
Stay, beautcous Morn, awhile thy Chariot tay, 
Awhile with lagging Wheels retard the Day. 
So may young Birds, asoften as the Spring 
Renews the Year, o'er Memnon's Aſhes fing, 
Now I lie folded in Corinnas Arms, 
And all her Soul is mine, and all her Charms. 
I now am to her panting Boſom'preſs'd, | 
And now, if ever Lover was, am bleſs'd. . 
As yet ſweet Sleep fits heavy on our Eyes, 
And warbling Birds forbid, as yet, to riſe, _ 
Stay, beauteous Morning ; for to Loveſick Maids, 
And Youths, how grateful aretheſe dusky Shades ? 
Ah tay, and de not from the bluſhing Eaſt, - 
With dawning Glories break our balmy Reſt. 
When Night's black Mantle does thoſe Glories hide, 
The Pilot by the Stars his Ship can guide, 
And in Mid- ſea a certain Courſe purſue, 
As ſaſe as when he has thy Sun in View. - 
What Pleaſure in thy Light ſhou'd Mortals take ? 
Thou doeſt the weary Traveller awake; 
Thbo to the Down bis heavy Head reclines, 

Vp he muſt lift it, for the Morning ſhines, 
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re soldier braces on his Brazen Shield, | | 
Dui his warm Tent; and ts him tor the Field. 
e lab'riag Hind his Harrow takes, and now 
be Peaſant bes his Oxen to the Plough. 
be Boy half-wak'd, and rubbing till his Eyes. 
cloth alike to go to School, or riſe * 
hile o'er his Task he does imperfect, nod, 2 
Wc fears the Ferula, he dreads the Rod. n 
re Bridegroom, ſtarting trom his Bride's Embrace. 
uns to his Lawyer to conſult Bis Caſe; 
Word is wanting in the Dower Deed, 
nd what, to ſave the Portion, muſt he Plead ? 
ow hungry Ser jeants quit their tempting Eaſe,. 
o haunt the crouded Courts and pick up Fees; 
by Riſe brings Labour to the Female Band. 
oa puts the Spindle in the Spinſter's Hand. 
Wight are theſe Toils, and little is the Pain 
o riſe to Work, and reſt at Night again: 
t who, that &erknew Love's tranſporting Joys; | 
du d from the Arms of Youth and Beauty riſe?” s 
ft have I wiſh'd that Night wou'd keep her Ground; | 
id all her Stars beat thy Riſing round. 
ft haye I wiſh'd the Winds wou'd ſtop thy Way, 
epel thy Car, or Clouds involve the Day. 
v'ſt thou in Envy laſh each lazy Steed, 
nd whirl thy Chariot with unwonted Speed ? 
ck was thy Son, and in his Hue'sexpreft 
he gloomy Paſſions of his Parent's Breaſt. 
. born of Cephalus, bis raviſh'd Sire, 
2 known Proof of thy adult rous Fire. 
1 hou, by his Colour, wou àſt thy Crime odiceal: © me "i 
chat to Tiph I rhe Vale cou'd tell. _ " 
Ms - Fgearch 
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Search all the Records of Heav'ns Letchers round, 
A fouler Story cannot there be found. , 
In C:phalus' Embraces when you lay,  . 
And oft, by Theft, renew'd your wanton Play, 
A When Tiphon s Impotence you made your Sport, 
Did you not think the joyous Moments ſhort: . 
Lock d in his Arms, did you in Tranſportslye, 
Ah would you not, like Me, to Phœbus cry. 
Stop, ſtop thy rapid Courſe ? Am I to blame, 
That Tiphon's old, and cannot feel thy Flame? 
See how the Moon does her Endimion keep 
In Night conceabd: anddrown'd in dewy Sleep? 
As lovely isthe Moon, as Fair as thou, 
Who freely where ſhe loves, her. Favours does beſtow. 
Frve, when he robb'd Amphytrion of his Joy, 
Did two whole Nights in am rous Thefts employ, 
Unknown, when in Alemena's Arms he lay, 
The Night he doubles, and ſuſpends the Day. 
The Morning heard my Railing, and for ſhame 
Bluſt:'d that, by Force, ſhe muſt diturb my Flame; 
Bright Phæbus ruſhing forth, the glorious Day 
Drove the dear Shades, that hid our Joys, away 
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ee fr abe Loſs er her Hair, by the Au 
ſpe cool robeautifie it. 


By an unknown Hand.” 


DN vid to warn you: not with ſo much Care, 
£ And waſte cf Qiatment, to adorn your Hair: 
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rhat Warningnow is uſeleſs, you have none, 
And with your Hair, that Trouble too is gone. 
Where ate the Silken Treſſes, whickadown f 
Vour Shoulders hung ? A Web was never ſpun j 
o fine, but, ah! thoſe flowing Curls are gone. 
Ah fatal Art! Ah fatal Care; and Pains! 
That robb'd me of tꝭ e deareſt of my Chains. 
Nor of a Black, nor of a Golden Hue, 
They were, but ot a Dye between the Two, 
uch as in rindleſs Cedar we be hold, 

W The Black contounded with the dusky Gold. 

now cou'd you hurt, or poyſon with Perfume 

Thoſe Curls that were ſo eaſy to the Comb? - 

ST hat to no Pains expos'd you, when you ſet 

WT heir ſhining Treſſes, for young Hea ts a Net? 

W That ne'er provok'd you with your Maids to War, 
Por burting you with.your-entangled Hair? 

vou ne er were urg'd to ſome indecent Fray, 

Nor in a Fury ſnatch d the Combaway. 
ruhe Teeth near rouch'd you, and her Conſtant Care, 
= Withoutill Arts, wou d havrepreſer vd your Hair. 
Behind your Chair, Loft have ſeen her ſtand, 
And comb and curl it with a gentle Rund. by ey ES 
oct have I ſeen it on your Shaglers play, = 
bacombad, as on your Purple Bed you lay. 
our artleſs Treſſes with more Charmsappear;. 
Tian when adorn'd with all your Coſt and Care. 

= When on the Graſs the Thracian Nymphsrecline, 
of Bacchus full, and weary of their Wine, 
eis lovely aretheir Locks; than yours; leſs fair: 
W The Ringletsof their ſolt diſhevel'd Hair: 
1 Softer-was thine, likefleccy Don it felt 
Rag did asfrecly, yicld.. 
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How did'ſt thou torture it, the Curls to turn, 
How with hot Irons at thy Toilet burn? | 

This Rack, with what Obedience did it bear? 

Ah ſpare, I cry'd, thy patient Treſſes ſpare, 

To hurt them is a Sin, this needleſs Toil 

Forbear, anddo not, what adornsthee, ſpoil. 
Without ſuch Force, in native Curls they flow, 
And of themſelves in greater Order grow. - | 
"Tis now too late to give jour Labour o'er, 

Thoſe tortur d Ringletsare, alas! no more. 

Apollo might for thine have chang d his Hair, 

And Bacchus have been proud thy Locks to wear, 
Not Venus, riſing from the foamy Sea, 

Such Curls can ſhow, or vie in Hair with thee. 
Its Luſtre to the Painter's Artſhe owes, 

And thine in Rings with-genuine Beauty flows, 
Ab, ceaſe the cruel Thought, and ceaſetopatſs 
Such irkſome Minutes at your faithful Glaſs. 

In vain thou ſcek'ſt thy filken Locks to find, 

Baniſh the dear Remembrance trom thy Mind. 

No Weeds deſtroy'd them with their pois'nous Juice, 
Nor canſt thou Witches magick Charms accuſe, 
Nor Rival's Rage, nor dire Enchantment blame, 
Nor Envy's blaſting Tongue, nor Fever's Flame. 
The Miſchief by thy own fair Hands was wrought, 
Nor doſt thou ſuffer tor another's Fault, 

How oft I bad thee, but in vain, beware 

The venom d Eſſence, that deſtroy'd thy Hair? 
Now with newy Arts, thou ſnalt thy Pride amuſe, 
And Curls, of German Captives borrow'd, uſe. 
Druſus to Rome their Vanquiſh'd Nation ſends, | 
And the fair Slave to thee her Treſſes lends, ou : 
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Nith Alien Locks thou wilt thy Head adorn, 
ind Conqueſt gain d by Foreign Eeauty ſeorn. 
ow wilt thou bluſh; with others Charms to pleaſe, 
nd cry, How fairer were my Locksthan thoſe! 
rte Youth who charm'd with ſuch courſe Curls can be, 
ome rude Sicambrian wou d prefer to me. 
rime was when I could greater Glory boaſt; 

ut ah, that Glory, and that Time isloſt. 

y Heav'ns, to Heart ſhe takes her Heads Diſgrace, 

Phe weeps, and covers with her Hands her Face. 

Phe weeps, as in her Lap her Locks ſhe views; - 
Vhat Woman wou'd not weep, ſuch Lockstoloſe?. - 
ih, that they ſtill did on her Shoulders flow, | 

b, that they now, where once they grew, did grow, 
kc Courage, fair Corinna, never fear, 
hou ſhalt not long theſe borrow'd Trefles wear, 
ime for your Beauty ſhall this Loſs repair, 
od you again ſhall Charnh with native Hair. 


* L E 0 1 xv. 
Pf the immer 3 the Muſes Inſeri'd 1 10 


By HexnRyY yer EH; 


HY well-known Malice, fretful Envy, ceaſe, 
Nor tax the Muſe and me 
Vitha weak Genius, and inglorious Eaſe; 
Vbat - ſhould then, whilſt Youth does Vigour yield, 
urſue the duſty Glories of the Field; 
Our 


— 
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Our Father's Praiſe ! or bend my utmoſt Care 
To the dull Noiſe ot the litigious Bar: 
No! theſe muſt die; but the moſt noble Prize, 
That which alone can Man immortalize,. 0 
Muſt from the Muſes Harmony ariſe: 
Homer ſhall live, whilſt Tenedos ſhall ſtand, 
Or Ida's Top ſurvey the Neighb'ring Strand: 
Whilſt Si moi: Streams along the Vallies glide, 
And in the Sea diſcharge their rapid Tide 
Heſiod ſhall live till Corn is not in Uſe, 
Till the plump Grape denies its wealthy Juice 
The World Callimachus ſhall ever prize, 
For what his Fancy wants, his Art ſupplies: 
The Tragedies of mighty Sophocles . 
Shall in no Age their juſt Applauſes miſs ; __. 
So well Aratus of the Planets wrote, 
That Sun and Moon muſt fail, when he's forgot 
When Crafty Dawss a hard Father cheats: 
To ſerve the Son. when eaſy Cully treats 
The jilting Whore, and Bawd, the Figures ſhew; 
The Comick from Meander's Model drew; _— 
Ennius, whoſe Muſe by Nature was deſign d 
Compleat, had Art with bounteous Nature join d; 
And Tragick Accius, of Stile ſublime, 
And weighty Words, ſhall ſtand the ſhock of Time: 
Whilſt 7aſen s Golden Fleece ſhall have a Name, 
Who ſhalta-Stranger be to Parro's Fame 7-— 
. Lucretins Nature's Cauſes did rehearſe. 
im ſucha lofty, and commanding Verſe, 
As ſhall remain till that one fatal Day, 
Munich muſt the. World it {lt in Ruins la 


Fargih 


Book IJ. OvrT D' Amonrs. 


Virgil, thy Works Divine ſhall Patterns ſtand 
For cach ſucceeding Age's-copying Hand, 
Whilſt Roms ſhall all its conquer d World command : — J. 
Whilſt Cu pid ſnall be arm'd with Bow, and Dart, 

And flaming Shafts ſhall pierce the Lover's Heart; 

Shall we, O ſweet Tibwllus, love each Line 

That comes from that ſoft, moving Pen of thine 

goth Eaſt.and Weſt reſound with Gallus Fame; 

Gallus, and his Lycoris, are their Theme: — 

Statues, and Tombs with Age conſume, and oy 
'FTisVerſe alone has Immortality: 

To Verſe muſt yield the greateſt Acts of Kingsz | 


Riches and Empire are but empty things, 
Without thelaſting Fame a Poet brings, 

Let vulgar Spirits trivial Bleſſings chuſe 

May thy ( aftalian Spring inſpire my Muſe, 

O God of Wit! and Myrtles wreath my Hair ;. 
Then the too fearful Lover may repair 

To what I write, to free his Breaſt from Cre: 
As living Worth Detraction ſtill attends, 
Which after Death a juſter Fame defends; 
So I ſhall my laſt Fun' ral Flame ſurvive, 

And in my better Part for ever live. 


By HEX RT CROMWELL, E/7; 


= Am the Man, whoſe brisk and gameſone 
| Muſe, [ purſues) 

4J By Love's Command, this Subject ſti 

rar hence be all prophane! Approach 

not here, 

5 WMlatrons of Virtue rigid and ſevere, 

Left theſe looſe Nutnbers ſnou d offend your Ear, 

Come all ye Virginsof a ſoft Deſire, 

And Am'rous Vouths touch d with an unknown Fire; 

One in my State, among ye may be found, 

Who, conſcious ot the Nature of his Wound, 

Will wonder, by what ſtrange prophetick Art, 

The Poet touch'd the Secret of his Heart, 
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ö ly vain ambitious Muſe did once aſpire, 
Wo ling prodigious Acts, with mighty Fire; 
rais'd my Spirit to that Enterprize, 
e darling Giants form'd againſt the Skies, 
ven Mother Earth on dire Revenge was bent, 
noſe monſtrous Birth to ſcourge the Gods was ſent; 
Who with vaſt Mountains ſcaling Tow'rs did build, 
on with Oſſe, on huge Olymprs pibd: 
hunder, and Lightning. was juſt upon 2 
hich Jove had brandiſh'd, to ſecure his Throne ; 5 
W hen 1 perceiv'd Corimna's Doors were bart 4 . 
hen I the Gods deſign'd Revenge deterr d; 
nd ſtrait reſum'd my Elegiack Strain. 
boſe gentle Force unbarr'd the Doors again! 
| orgive my haſty Paſſion, mighty Jove, yy 
ere is no Thunder, like neglected Love; 
verſe the hiſſing dna ke ſhall burſt, and die; 
nd the horn d Moon drop from the Starry Sys 
Nerſe can recall the Chariot ot the Sun, 
ad make the Streams back to — 
bus each inſenſible and rugged Door. 
ip d from the Hinges, and obey d its Po.] r 
uV ſhould y Thoughts th - Ar Ne Acts employ; ©» 
de Death of Hetor, or the Fate of e ' * | 
be fierce Achilles is an ample Filed. 
Wut the illuſtrious Name can nothing yield : — 
o! Let the Lady be my conſtant Song, wh 
Wcrlaſting Praiſes dwell upon my Tongue, | 
his might be worth our Care; for dea eSmils | 
a beſt repay the Poet's pleaſing Toils; 
he Hope of a Reward the Fancy fires, 
hile every Chatm the chearful Muſe inſpires. | 
1 6 E G y 
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SRD nn. 
E L E GX II. 


To Diges, not to be fo over-diligent i in watchin 
his Ms iſtreſs . 


I Know Thou haſt the keeping of my Fair, 

Oh Bagoe, but awhile ſuſpend thy Care. 

Let us confer, Ill not detain thee long, 

And mean noꝰ, that thou ſhou'dſt thy Miſtreſs wrong, 
Laſt Night, as in the Gallery I ſtood, 

And the fine Picture of the Danaids view'd ; 

It happen'd that I caſt my wand'ring Eye 

On a fair Lady, who was paſſing by. 

I met her Glance, and ſoon the piercing Dart 

Its eaſy Paſſage made, andreach'd my Heart. 
Ilik d. 1lov'd, and how I might enjoy 

The lovely Dame, did all my Thoughts employ. 
Impatient of the Bliſs, my Mind I wrote, 
And by a truſty Slave diſpatch'd the Note. 

+ Give me one joyous Night, my Dear, I cry'd; 

I dare not, ſhe withtrembling Hand reply'd. 

And when I ask'd, Why will you no: agree 

To grant my Suit? She throws the Blame on Thee: 
My Maid, who ſtrictly watches me, sat Home, 
She'll ſmell your Errand, and you muſt not come. 
Of too much Caution, gentle Nymph, beware, 
And don't provoke her Wrath by tco much Care; 
Thou'lt then have Cauſe to curſe thy cruel Fate; 
For it ſhe hates Thee, all the World will hate. 


— 
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o guard her thus, why all this needleſs Pain? 

What wou d ſhe loſe, if I my Wiſh ſhou'd gain? 

to a Block head ſhe were giv'n in Charge, 

ne Fool wou'd leave the Lady more at large, 

He beſt Conſtruction on her Actions pur, 

Wor wou'd her Door againſt her Lover ſhut. 

N with her Fav'rite She the Night had paſt, 

W-dthiok the beſt, and hope ſhe might be chat, 

WJ hatever Freedoms thou allow ſt the Dame, 

Wo thee, aſſure thy ſelf, ſhe'll give the fame ;. 
Wer Confident if thou conſent'ſt robe; 

elltake it kind, and be as good to thee: 

t if that Truſt thou doſt too dangerous think, 
what, to ſee thou art not willing, wink: 

d when ſhe readsa Billet in thy Sight, 
aclude her Mother did the Letter write: 

WY to a Stranger thou doſt quit the Room, 
Think, that he only as a Friend does come; 
hat when the Door is faſt upon him clos d, 

e came to ſee her, as one indiſpos d. 
eis well in Health, and thou perceiv'ſt the Trick, 
Net fancy, that he's viſiting the Sick. 

Wut if to tire thy Patience he ſhou'd hap, 

ivert the tedious Minutes with a Nap, 

= hink them not long, or guilty of a Crime, 

rt reſt content, and ſleep away the Time, 

ould ſhe by Chance to Ii Temple go; 

bat ſhe did there, don't thou demand to know. * 
obiian Linnen's there expos d to Sale; | 
lie ve ſhe went to buy, and that was all. 

Yad tho' perhaps ſhe to the Playhouſe goes, 

err nothing; that ſhe's always ſafe, ſuppoſe. 
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If thou art truſty, and Temptation Proof, 6 
For thee, ſhe'll think ſhe ne er can do enough. 
Wile as thou art, conſider ſhe is young, 

And ſure tis no hard Task to hold one's Tongue. 
Whate er thou doſt, ſhe then will always like, 
And neꝰer again will lift her Hand to ſtrike, 

Thy Fellow-Servants will with Envy ſee 

The many Favours, which ſhe'll heap on thee, 
The Truth ne er let her Husband underſtand, 

But ready always havea Lie at Hand, 

Be ſure, you in your Story ſtillagree, 

And what ſhe ſays, be ſtill confirm'd by thee, 

Her Spouſe, when in a ſullen Fit you find, 

By ſoft Careſſes let her ſooth his Mind. 

Let her complain of thee, and weeping cry, 

The Wench will kill me with her Cruelty. 
Madam, do thou reply in angry Tone, 

My Com fort is, I have my Duty done. 
She'lllook, as if ſhe fear d thou wou dſt reveal 
The Truth, and thus you will the Crime conceal : 
Thus thou lt her Husband both deceive, and pleaſe, 
And many Favours gain, and many Fecs. 
Truſt me, if thou theſe Methods doſt parſue, 
Thy Liberty e er long he'll give thee too. 

For Faults but doubted, thou behold'ſt what Pains 
Thy Fellow-Slaves endure, what heavy Chains; 
How oft they're into filthy Dungeons thrown, _ 
And puniſh'd for Offences not their own; 

For if Suſpicion of their Truth is made, 

They fare as ill, as if it was betray'd. ; 

Say nothing then, whate'er thouſeeſt, but ſtrive 
la both his Confidence, and he's to live. 


Remembet 
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Remember Tuntalus's Plague in Hell, 
Why on his Head accurſt ſuch Vengeanee fell, 5 
Why from his Lips the River backwards runs, 
And why his Bites the tempting Apple ſhuns. 

Such Torment does the Tell-talethereſuftain, 

And ſuch, if thoudoſt tell, will bethy Pain. 

While Junos Guardian with officious Care | 
Fair Io watch d, did Fove the Watchman ſpare? 

The Slave, e er half his Years were number d, dies, 
And Io reigns a Goddeſs in the Skies. 

My ſelf the Marks of cank ring Fetters aw, * 
When from a Wretchthe Spouſe the Tale did draw. 
A Whiſper makes him jealous of the Fact, 

And for his Jealouſy the Slave is rack d. 

Hard was his Hap, and he, who caus' d his Pain, 
Deſerv'd, Ah miſchievous! a double Chain. 

To Husband, and to Wife, alike toblame; 

He loſt his Peace of Mind, and ſhe her Fame. 

believe me, to the Husband it you bear 

Such Tidings, they're not grateful to his Ear; 

And when your Informations you relate, 

Who hears the Story will th Intortner hate. 

Fond of his Wife, or careleſs let him be, 

His Obligation is the ſame to thee. 

Thou ſhew'dſt thy zealous Purpoſe to deſtroy 

The Sweets ot wedded Life, and Nuptial Joy. 
Should'ſt thou beſides atteſt her faithleſs Love, 
How wilt thou, what thou haſt atteſted, prove? 
Should'ſt thou bring Proofs to vindicate thy Tale, 
She'll by the Favour of her Judge prevail. 

Tho he were Witneſs to the wicked Deed, 

Not always will ſuch Evidence ſucceed, 
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If ſhe the Fact, in which ſhe's caught, denies, 
His Dear he will believe. and doubt his Eyes, 
To cheat himſelf he'll with thy Miſtreſs join, 
The Fault, and Puniſhment will then be thine. 
Weeping himſelt, Ah do not weep, he'll ſay; 
The babbling Jade ſhall tor her Prating pay. 
Why wilt thou in unequal Fight engage? 

Thy Malice will provokethy Maſter's Rage; 
And, while his Wife he's dandling on his Knee, 
Him ſhe'll careſs, and be will threaten thee. 
We nothing Ill, it we ſhould meet, deſign, 
No Poyſon will we mingle with our Wine, 
No Daggers will wedraw, no Harm we mean; 
But by our ſelves to act a tender Scene. 

To lovea little, when we are alone. 

That's all; I beg of thee no other Boon, 

And beg it in ſo ſoft, ſo ſweet a Strain, 

Tis Cruelty to let me ſue in vain. 


DEED cx ef n cc ct cp arch 
EL EGV III. 
To the Bunach, who hadrhe keeping of bud 


He hard's my Hap, to have my Fair conſign'd 
To one, wha is imperfeR ia his Kind; 

To one, whone'er can have the Pow r to prove 

As Woman, or as Man, the mutual Joys of Love? 
Who pradtis d firſt on Boys che cutting Steel, 
Deter v d himſelt” the fatal Wound to feel, 

Cou'dſt thou be capable of Cupids Fires, 

Or the leaſt ſenſible of Love's Deſires; 
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Some Pity thou wou'dſt have on me, and grant 
Thy Aid, for what thou canſt not know, I want. 
its thee now, the Warrior's Lance to wield, 
To mount the manag'd Horſe, or lift the brazen Shield: 
Arms are for Men, and not for ſuch as thee, 
ho ſhou'dſt from ev'ry manly Thought be free. 
No Banner ſhou'dft thou, but thy Lady's, bear, 
ad have no other Leader, but the Fair. 
Much it behoves thee then to ſtriveto gain 
er Favour, and thou need ſt not ftrive in vain, 
onſult her Pleaſure, and her Will obey, 
o Favour that's the ſure, the ready Way. 
Vithout it, How unhappy wilt thou be? 
ife is without it of no Uſe td thee. 
Thou'rt beautiful, and may ſt thy Prime enjoy. 
nd well thy Beauty, and thy Youth employ. 
Study to ſervethy gentle Miſtreſs well, 
\nd merit her good Graces by thy Zeal. 
atch as thou wilt, the Trouble thou may'ſt ſpare, 
he'll eaſily deceive thy utmoſt Care. 
hen too fond Lovers are agreed to meet, 
inſt thou their well-concerted Plot defeat ? 
be Ways of Kindneſs thou ſhould rather uſe 3 
| J by being civil, thou wilt nothing loſe; 
ad when an Opportunity is fair, 
Wor thy own Sake be friendly to our Pray'r. 
Friend be to thy Lady, not a Guard. 
ad we, with bounteous Hand, thy Friendſhip will reward 
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* 1 E Er Ty. 
That he ner al Sort of Women. | 


VI by my verſe l never mill defend, 
Nor by falſe. Arms to fence my own pretend, 
Frankly my Failings I with Shame confeſs; _ 
To-hide my Errors, would not make them leſs. 

My Faults, whate'er I ſuffer by't, I own, 

That others, if they pleaſe, thoſe Faults may ſhun ; 
I hate my ſelf, my Follies, and wou'd fain x 
Be, were it in my Pow'r, another Man. 

How difficult it is, ye righteous Gods, 
Againſt our Wills to bear ſuch heavy Loads? 

I have not Strength to guard my ſelf from Ill; 
And as I wiſh to rule my wicked Will, 

I'm hurry'd on, as by the boiſtraus Sea 
Thedriving Bark is ſwiftly born away. 

No certain Form inflames my am'rous Breaſt, 

All Beauty is alike to me the beſt, ' _ 

A hundred Cauſes kindle my Deſires, 

And Love ne'cr want Torch to light my Fires. 
When on the Earth the modeſt Virgin looks, 
That very Modeſty of her's provokes, 
And if I chance to meet a forward Fair, 
I'm taken with her frank and eaſy Air; 

I figure to my ſelf a thouſand Charms, 
A thovſandRaptures in her wanton Arms, 
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It, like the Damſels of the Sabine Race, 
She's rude, I look upon it as Grimace, 
That ſullen as ſhe ſeems at firſt, Tis Art, 
That I the more may prize the Conqueſt of ker Heart, 
New Joys, it ſhe'sa Wit, I hope to find; 
And with her Body, to poſſeſs her Mind: 
If Fooliſh, I in that ean ſee no Harm, 
And in her very Folly find a Charm. 
] know a Maid fo very fond, and dull, 
Fro me, the thinks Callimachus a Fool. 
bon am pleas d with one that's pleas d with meĩ 
Alke we in our Taſte, and With agree. | 
ut it the Fair my Verſes don't approve, 
bragging tell her, ſhe willlike my Love; 
f with her Tongue, or with her Heel he's brisk, 
er Prattle pleaſes, and her gameſome Frisk. 
But if ſhe's heavy, I ſuppoſe at Night 
phellchange, and prove, as I would have her, light. 
he Fair that ſings, enchants me with her Voice; 
Dh, what a Guſt it givesa Lover's Joys ? 
yhen her ſhrill-Shakes afreſh his Boſom wound, 
nd from her Lips he kiſſes off the Sound; 
hen her ſoft Fingers touch the Silver Strings, 
nd ſweetly to the founding Lute ſheſingss — 
ho can reſiſt ſuch ſtrong redoubled Charms? 5 
ler Muſick melts me, as her Beauty warms. 
in the Dance the nimble Nymph 1 find, 
nd view how-ſhe her pliant Limbs do's wind, 
Wow artfully ſhe to the Muſick moves, 
cry, How happy is the Man ſhe loves! 
Humour, in a Word, is plainly this, 
Objects pleaſe, and nothing comes amiſm. 
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To love, and be below d, s my ſole Empoy; 
Diſpas'd to be enjoy d, and to enjoy, | | 
This Lady for her Length like, her Spread 
Will well my Arms, and fill the joyous Bed: 
Sheẽs like the luſty Heroines of old, 
And with a ſtrong Embrace her Lover will enſold. 
This Laſs, becauſe ſhe'slittle, I approve; 
The Leaſt arelighteſt in the Sports of Love. 
With every Size my Paſſion do's agree, 9 
And Tall, and Short are bothalike to me. 
I fancy, when undreſt I find the Fair, 0 
Tis leſs her want of Charms, than want of Care. 
If with her Dishabille, I cry, I'm pleas d, 
How beauteous would ſhe be, if ſhe were dreſt. 
And when ſhedo's her beſt Apparel wear, 
I thiok her Riches in her Pride appear, 
The Fair, the Olive are to me the ſame, 
Alike theSwarthy, and the Sandy Dame. 
When herblack Curlsadown her Shoulders flow, 
Such Leda's were, her Skinas white as Snow. 
And when her golden Locks her Head adorn, 
I ſtreight compare her to the Saffron Morn. 
My Love with no Complection diſagrees, _ 
But a'lalike my ready Paſſion pleaſe, 
The Younger by their Bloom my Heart fecure, 
The Elder win it, as they're more mature; 
And tho' the Younger may excell in Charms, 
The Elder claſp you with experienc'd Arms. 
What all the City like, islik'd by me, 
And I with them in all my Loves agree. 
I'm proud to be the Rival of the Town, | 
Aud to their Taſte will ſtill conform my own. 
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To his falſe Wiſtreſs, 
By Mr. EUS DEN. 


12 be gone! I can tor Beauty ſigh; 
But not be forc'd to wiſh cach Hour todie. 
or ſol wiſh, whene er my reſtleſs Thoughts 
well on ker Falſhoods, and repeated Faults. 
Bll other Plagues know ſomerimes to be civil, 
t Woman is a ſure, perpetual Evil. | 
o Pimp I brib'd to prove thy perjur'd Vows, 
or intercepted once thy Billets doux. 
cou dſt thou but my Arguments diſprove ! 
Cauſe ſo good is here unwiſh d in Love. 
i ppy, whodares t'avow his cenſur'd Flame, 
dd vindicate the ſecret - trĩpping Dame. 
ſhleſs tho 'guilty, with uplifted Eyes 
js falſe, my Life, by yon bright Heay'n, ſhe cries. 
ſelf he fools, and madly feeds his Grief, 
ofrom Conviction ſeeks the fad Relief. 
etched I faw thy Wantonneſsunſought, 
heein Sleep ſecure, and Eyleſs, thought. 
th Glances on each other how you hung! 
7 ev'ry Nod had more than half a Tongue! 
v roul'd thy glowing Eyes! how lewd they ſpoke! 
from thy artful Fingers Language broke, 
N 2 While 
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k While Writing on the Board with Pens they vy'd, 
= - And thefpil'd Wine the Wantof Ink ſupply'd. 
| be ſilent Speech too well I underſtood, 
For todeceive a Lover, yet who cou'd ? 
Tho thou didſt write in a  Laconick Hand, 
And Wordsfor Sentences were taught to ſtand. 
Now ended was the Treat, and ev'ry Gueſt 
Indulg'd his Eaſe, and lay compos d to Reſt. 
Your cloſe, laſcivipus Kiſſes then I ſpy'd, 
And ſomething more, than Lips to Lips apply'd 
Such from a Siſter Brothers ne*er receive, 
But yielding fair ones to warm Lovers give, 
Not ſo Diana would to Phæbus preſs, 
But Cytherea To her Mars would Bleſs. 
Too far provok'd, at laſt I cry'd aloud, 
On whom are Pleaſures, due to me, beſtow'd? 
I muſt not, will not, cannot bear this Sight; 
Tis lawful ſure to ſeize.upon my Right. 
Theſe Raptures to us both in common are, 
But when ce, ye Furies, claims a Third his Share? 
-Enrag'd I ſpoke, and o'er her Cheeks were ſpread 
Swift new-bornGlories in a ſudden Red. 
Such Bluſhes on the bridal Night adorn 
The trembling Virgin; ſuch the riſing Morn, 
So ſweet a Hue the lab'ring Cynthia ſhows, 
Or the fair Lilly damask dby the Roſes 
Or lv'ry, which Time's yellow Taint defies, 
— Whentwiee enrich'd with proud Afyrian Dies. 
Such were her Looks, and a diviner Grace 
Had never brighten'd that enchanting Face, 
She caſt her Eyes down on the humble Ground; 
Hier Eyes ſo caſt, an unknown'Sweetneſs found. 
; | Noun 
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ek her Looks; her mournful Looks became, 
hining thro' Grief, and beautitul in Shame. 

aſh'd, reſolv'd her golden Locks to tear, 
nd with mad Violence diſrobe the Fair: 
at as I view'd her Face, th' extended Hand 

runk back, nor hearkn'd to the barſh Command, 
thers Protection ſeek. by Dint of Ams, 
er only Safe- guard wereher wond tous Charms. 
who but late, look d inſolent ly brave, 
from my Height, and couch d a Suppliant Slave. 
av'd no longer at another's Bliſs, 1 

t begg d the Tranſportot as ſeet a Kiſs. 

ling ſhe aid; How grateful thy Requeſt! 

cer my Kiſſes pleaſe thee, take the beſt. 

with whatGuſt, as from her Soul they came : 
ch might melt Fove and Ropthe vengeful Flame; 
Wfcar'd my Rival tos enjoy d the ſame. 

heſe better, than from me ſhe learn d, 1 thought, 

Wmcthing taught new, alas! I wilkd untaught. 
bat moſt gave Pleaſure, that now ſtingsthe moſt z. 
hy were our darting Tongues entirely loſt ! 
or fret I, thou in kiſſing ſhouldſteFeell, 
nd yet 'tis ſtrange to know to kiſaſo well: 
Wot ab! ſuch Lectures only could be read 
Vouthful Tutors, and imbib d abed. 
| W bat Sage, who c'er theſe large Improvements made. 
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EFECY Y. 


By Mr. CREECH. 


' A Las, poor Poll, my Indian Talker, dies! 

£ A. Go Birds, and celebrate his Obſequies. 

Go Birds, andbeat your Breaſts, your Faces tear, 
And pluck your gaudy Plumes, inſtead of Hair. 
Letdoleful Tunes the frighted Foreſts wound, 

And your fad Notes ſupply the Trumpet's Sound. 
Why, Philomel, doſt mournthe ThracianRage? 
Itisenough, thy Grief atlaſt aſſwage: 

His Crimſon Faults are now grown white with Age. 


Now mourn this Bird; the Cauſe of all this Woe 


Was great, tis true, but it was long ago, 

Mourn a'l ye wing'd Inhabitants of Air, 

But you, my Tirtle, take the greateſt Share 
Youtwo liv d conſtant Friends, and tree from Strife, 
Your Kindneſs was intire,. and long as Life. 

What Pylades to his Oriſtes vow d, 

To thee, poor Poll, thy triendly Turtle ſhow'd 

And kept his Love as long as Fate allow'd. 

But ah, what did thy Faith, thy Plumes, and Tail, 


And vvhat thy pretty Speaking · Art avail ? 5 
And what that thou wert given, and pleas d my Miſs, 
Since now the Bird's unhappy Glory dies? 


A lovely verdant Green grac'd every Quill, 

The deepeſt vivid Red did paint thy Bill: 

Ig ſpeaking thoudigR every Bird excel, 

None pratled, and none liſp'd the Words ſo well. 
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Twas Envy only ſent this fierce Diſeaſe, | . 


II 


Thou wert averſe to War, and liv dſt in Peace, 
talking har mleſs thing, and lov dſt thine Eaſe. 
The fighting Quails ſtill live *midſt all then Strife, 
nd even that, perhaps; prolongs their Life. 
by Meat was little, and thy pratling Tongue 
Would ne'er permit to make thy Dinner long: 
ain Fountain- Water allthy Drink allow'd, 
nd Nut, and Poppy ſeed were all thy Food, 
he preying Pulrures; and the Kites remain, 
ad the unlucky Crow ſtill caws for Rain. 
he Chongh ſtilllives, *midſt fierce Minerva's Hate, 
nd ſcarce nine hundred Years conclude ber Fate. 
t my poor Poll now hangs his ſickly Head, 
Wy Poll, my Preſent from the Eaſt, is dead. *. 
tt things are ſooner ſnatcht by cov tous Fate, 
o worſe ſhe freely gives a longer Date. 
Wertes brave Achilles Fate ſurviv d; 
nd Hector fell, whillt all his Brothers liv d. 
y ſhould I tell, what Vows Corinna made? 
Wow oft ſhe beg'd thy Lite, how oft ſhe pray'd ? 
Wc Seventh-day came, and now the Fates begin, 
end the Thread, they had no more to Spiu. ö 
Wet {till he talk d, and when Death nearer drew, - 
Ws laſt Breath ſaid, Corinna, now adieu. 
ere is a ſhady Cypreſs Grove below, x 


0 


ad thither (it ſuch doubtful things we know) 
c Ghoſts of pious Birds departed go. 

is water d well, and verdant all the Lear, 

d Birds obſcene do never enter there: 

ere harmleſs Swans ſecurely take their Reſt, 
Wd there the ſingle Phenix builds her Neſt... 

; N 4 Proud 
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Proud Peacocks there diſplay their gaudy Train, 

And billing Turtle: Coo o'er all the Plain. 

To theſe dark Shades my Parrot 's Soul ſhall go, 

And vvith his Talk divert the Birds below. 

Whilſt here his Bones enjoy a Noble Grave, 

Alittle Marble, and an Epitaph: 


InTalking I did every Bird excell, 
And my Tomb proves, my Miſtreſs lov'd me tool 
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He proteſts _ — thing 1 do vit 


By the ſame Hand, | 


1 I'tillbe pulley, ſtil e | [new? 
1 And when old Crimes arepurg'd, Mill charg d wit 
What tho' at laſt my Cauſe I clearly gan 7 

Tet I'm aſham'd to ſtrive ſo oft in vain, 
And when the Prize will ſcarte reward the Pain. 

I at the Play I in Fop«corner fit, 

And with a ſquinting Eye glote o'er the Plt, 
Or view the Boxes, you begin to fear, 

Aud fancy ſtreight ſome Rival Beauty there, 
If any looks on me; you think you ſpy 

A private Aſſignation in her Eye, 

A filent ſoft Diſcourſe in every Grace, 

Aud Tongues in all the Features of her Face. ; 
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If I praiſe any one, you tear your Hair, 
Shew frantick Tricks, and rage with wild Deſpair. 
t diſcommend, O then tis all Deceit, | 

I ſtrive to cloak my Paſſion bythe Cheat: 
It I look well, I then neglect your Charms, 

Lye dull and lazy in your active Arms; 

Wt weak my Voice, if pate my Looks appenry- 
then I languiſh for another Fair: . 


Would I did fin, and you with Cauſecomplain;- | 


# when we ſtrive to ſhun; yet ſtrive invain, 

is Comfort ſure to have deſervd the Pain. 

ut ſure fond Fancies now ſuch Heats engage. 

our credulous peeviſh Humour ſpoils your Rage ; 
n frequent Chidings I no Force can ſee, 

[ou frown-too often to prevail with me: 

he Aſs grows dull by Stripes, the conſtant Blowe- 
Wears off his Briskneſs, and he moves but flow: .. 

Wut now I'm laviſhof my kind Embrace, ELF 
Nad Moll for ſooth ſupplies her Lady's Place! 

Wind Love forbid, that I ſhould toopſolow -: . 
hat, unto mean ignodle Beauties bow ? 
Chamber - maid! no Faith; my Love flies high 
lyQuarry is a Miſsot Quali: y. Noch 

y, who would claſp a Save, ho joy to feel 

ler Hands of Irou, and her Sides ot Steel? 

WT will dampaan eager Thought, twill check my Minds. 
Ho feel thoſe Knubsthe Laſh hath left behind. 
des ſhe dreſſes well, with lovely Grace 

e ſets thy Tour, and does adorn thy Face; 

hy natural Beauty all her Arts improve, 
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Then why ſhould I tempther ? and why betray 

Thy uſeful Slave, and have her turn'd away ? 

1 ſwear by Venus, by Love's Darts, and Bow, | 
A deſperate Oath, you muſt believe me now; | 
Fam not guilty, I've not broke my Vow... 
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| þ To Corinna's Chamber-maid.. 
By the ſame Hand:. 
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9 * skilful Berry; whodoſt far excell 

My Lady's other Maids in dreſſing well: 
Dear Betty, fit to be preferr'd above 
To Funo's Chamber, or the Queen of Love; 
Genteel, wellbred, not ruſtically coy, . 

Not cake todeny deſired Joy; 
Through whoſe ſoft Eyes ſtill ſecret Wibhes ſhine 

Fit for thy. Miſtreſs Uſe, but more for mine; 
Who, Berry, did the fatal Secret ſee, 
Who told Corinna, you were kind to me? 
Yet when ſhe chid me for my kind Embrace, 
Did any guilty Bluſh {preado'er my Face? 
Did I betray thee, Maid, or could ſhe ſpy 
The leaſt Confeſſion in my conſcious Eye? 


— 


Not that I thinł it a Diſgrace to prove, | 
Stoln ſweets, or make a Chamber-maid my Love. ( 
Achilles wanton'd in Briſeis' Arms; yy 
Atrides bow d to fair Caſſandra s. Charms. . Op 


— 
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dure lam leſs than theſe; then what can bring 

Diſgrace to me, that ſo became a King? 

But when ſhe lookt on you, poor harmleſs Maid 

You bluſht, and all the kind Intrigue betray'd : 

Yet (till I vow'd,. I made a ſtout Defence, 

I ſwore, and look d as bold as Innocence: 

Damme, I'gad, all that, and let me dye: * by 
Kind Venus, do not hear my Perjury) | 
Kind Venus, ſtopꝑ thy Ears when Lovers lye. 

Now Betiy, how will you my Oaths requite ? 
Come pr'ythee let's compound for more Delight, | : 
Faith I am eaſie, and but ask a Night. 

What! Start at the Propoſal? how! deny? 
Pretend fond Fears of a Diſcovery?” | 
Refuſe, leſt ſome ſad Chance the thing betray? ' 
I; this your kind, yourdamn'd Obliging Way? 
Well, deny on, III lye, I'll iwear no more, | | 
Corinna now ſhall know thou art a Whore ;. Mi 
Il tell, fince you myfair Addreſs forbid, By 
How often, when, and wh: re, and What we did. 
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By the late Eartof Ro CHESTER; - 


Love! how cold, and flow to take my Part, 

Thou idle Wanderer about my Heart? 
Why thy old faithful Soldier wilt thou ſee - 
Oppreſt in thy own Fents? they myrther me..." T% T 
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Thy Flames eonſume, thy Arrows pierce thy Friends, 
Rather on Foes purſue more noble Ends. 
Achilles Sword would certainly beſtow 
A Cure, as certain as it gave the Blow. 
Hunters, who follow flying Game, give oer 
When the Prey s caught, Hopes ſtill lead on before. 
We thine own Slaves feel thy Tyranick Blows, 
Whilſt thy tame Hond's unmov d againſt thy Foes, 
On Men diſarm d how can you gallant prove? 
And I was long agodifarm'd by Love. | 
Millions of dull Men live, and ſcornful Maids; 
: We'll own Love valiant, when ke theſe invades. 
Rome trom each Cotner of the wide World ſnatch d 
- A Laurel, or't had been tothis Day thitch'd. 
But the old Soldier has his reſting Place, 
And the good batter d Horſe is turn d to Graſs. 
The harraſt Whore, wholiv'd a Wretch to pleaſe, 
Has leave to be a Bawd,, and take her Eaſe. 
- For me then, who havetruly ſpent my Blood: 
¶ Love) in thy Service, and ſo boldly ſtood 
La Celia's Frenches, were't not wiſely done, 
Fen to retire and live in Peace at Home? a 
No. might I gain a Godhead to diſclaim 
My glorious Title to my endleſs Flame, 
Divinity with ſcorn I would forſwear, 
Such ſweet dear tempting Devils Women are. 
Whene er thoſe Flames grow faint, I quickly find 
A fierce black Storm pour down upon my Mind; 
Headlong I'm hurl'd like Horſemen, who in.vain 
Their Fury-flaming Courſers would reſtrain; 
As Ships, juſt when the Harbour they attain, 
Are ſnatch'd by ſudgen blaſts to Sea gain; 


i 
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y thy Example in Ambiguous Love, 


ö Fix an eternal Empire at my Breaſt: 
Nadlet th ĩnconſtanteharming Sex, 


f dubmit their Hearts before thy Throne, 
WT he vaſſal World is then thy own, 
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do Love's tantaſtick Storms reduce my Heart 

Half reſcu id, and the God reſumes his Dart. 

Strike here, this undefended Boſom wound, 

And for ſo brave a Conqueſt be reuo wn d. 

Shafts fly ſofaſt to me from every part, 

vou ll ſcarce diſcern the Quiver from my Heart. 

What Wretch can bear a live- long Night's dull Reſt, 

Or think himſelf in lazy Slumbers bleſt? i 
Fool — is not Sleep the Image of pale Death, ., 
There's time for Reſt when Fate hath ſtopt your Breath, 

Me may my ſott deluding Dear deceive, 

I'm happy in my Hopes, while I believe: 

Now let her flatter, then as fondly chide, 

Often may I enjoy, oft be deny d. 

With doubtful Steps the God of War does move, 


Blowntoand fro, like Down from thy own Wing. 


'boknows when Joy, or Anguiſh thou wilt bring 
ctat thy Mother's, and thy Slave's Requeſt, 


hoſe wilful Scorn does Lovers ven, 4 
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O vid tells Grzcinus that he is fallen in Love with 
4 Couple of Ladies: 


By an un nm Hand. 


Hat you affirm'd, my Friend is prov d untrue; 
That none at once could madly dote on two. 

Deceiv'd unarm'd, we Cupid ſoon o er- came, 
And I glow ſhameleſs with a double Flame. 
They both are Fair, both dreſs ſo nicely well, 
That the Preheminence is hard totell. 
Sometimes tor This, ſometimes for That I burn, 
And each more Beauteous ſparklesin her turn. 
Each claims my Paſſion, and my Heart divides, 
As to and fro the doubrful Galliot rides, } 
Here driven by Winds, azd there redriven by Tydes. 
Why doubly chain d? was nota ſingle Fair 
Enough to load me with perpetual Care? 
Why are more Leaves brought to the Shady Wood; 
Starsto the Sky, or Waterstothe Flood? 
Yet better ſo, than not to Loveat all; 
Still on my Foes may ſuch dull Bleſſings fall. 
May they, inſipidly ſupine, be ſpread - 
Along the Middle of a Widow'd Bed, 
While I with ſprightlineſs Love's Vigils keep; 
Stretch'd out for Tomething far more ſweet, than Sleep. 
Others from Ruin fly, to mine I run | 


, 


To be by Women pleaſingly undone, | 
Longing for two, ſince unceſtroy'd by one, 


— 
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Still let my lender Limbs for Love ſuffice; | 
I want no Nerves, but want the bulky Size. 
My Limbs tho Lean, are not in vain diſplay'd; 
From me no Female ever roſe a Maid, 
Oft have I, when #luſcious Night was ſpent; b 
Saluted Morn, nor cloy'd nor impotent; & 
2ppy, who gaſps in Love his lateſt Breath'; 
Give me, ye Gods, ſo ſoftly ſweet a Death, 
t the rough Wariours grapple on the Plain, 
| nd with their Blood immortal Honour gain. 
Let the vile Miſer plough tor Wealth the Deep, 
Nad Shipwreck'din th' unfathom'd Waters ſleep; 
Way Venus grant me but my laſt Deſire, 
Wothe full height of Rapture toexpire. . 
erhaps ſome Friend with Kindly Dew ſupply d, 
Neeping will ſay, As Ovid liv'd he dy'd. - 
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To his Miſtreſi going a Voyage at Sea, 


; | HoſethartheTopof Pelianbar'd, to build- 

f be firſt huge Ship, that plow'd the wat'ry field, 

; urpriz'd with their ſtupendous Work, the Sea; 

Wut ſuch Adventures are not fit for Thee. 

Neth tar'd them in the Face in various Forms, . 
Rocks, and Shelves, and in outragious Storms, 

bey daringly explor'd the doubtful Seas. 

WP quelt of Colcbos, and the Golden Fleece. 

chat no Ship migh: paſs the liquid Waſte, 

IS 4rgo, as the ficit had been the laſt. 


Sul | Corinna 
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Corinua now prepares to quit her Down, -. 


And leave her well-known Bed, for Waves unktown, 
What Winds will blow around thetrembling Fair? 


No gentle Zephyr: then will fan the Air; | 

But blaſts of Boreas rend the cracking Sails, 

' Andlaſh the leaky Ship with hoſtile Gales. 

Nor Houſes ſhalt thou then, nor Groves ſurvey, 
Nor any Object meet thy Eyes but Sea; 

Nor as thou doſt explore the farther Main, 
Green ſhalt thou ſee, or Shelly Shore again ;, 
Nor on the {lipp'ry Pebbies ſhalt thou ſlide, 

But o'er the Wave in mortal Terror ride. 

If thou a Life ſo dear tous, would'(t ſave, 
Walk on the Margin of the Silver Wave, 
Content thy ſelf, upon the Coaſt to ſtray, 
That's fate, bit all beyond a dangerous Way. 
To thy wholeSex the Caution I addreſs, 

- Neertruſt your Beauties to the faithleſs Seas. 

To you the dreadful Tale let others tell, 

In Ocean's Depths what horrid Monſters dwell, 

What Veſlels Scylla s greedy Gulph devours, 
And how for Prey the fell Charybdis roars 
What Ships have periſh'd by the ſounding Shocks- 

Of Tempeſts driving on Ceraunian Rocks; 

Or what have ſunk in Syrre's treach'rous Sands, 

Or been in Pieces daſh'd on Libyan Strands : . 


Hear what theyſay, and vvhat thou hear'ſt believes 


Thou can'ſtno Hurt by eaſy Faith receive. 
When far behind thee thou haſt left the Strand, 
How wilt thou long in yain and look for Land ?- - 
And when the Tempeſt beats the Veſſels Sides, 

| 8dmitsthro' gaping Leaks the guſhing Tides, 
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The Pilot ſhall himſelf begin to fear 
The roaring Death; that's now approaching near I 
How livid wilkthy Looks be then, and pale, 
How wilt thou ſtart at ev ry ratling Gale? 
How wilt thou then invokethelowring Skies, 
And Leda's Son to hear thy fruitleſs Cries? 
How wilt thou thy adventrous Tate deplore, 
And bleſs the Feet that tread the ſolid Shore? 
'Tis ſafer on your Couch to ſit, and ſing 
Some am'rous Song or touch the Thrarian String. 
Put if the Winds ſhould bear my Words away,. 
Vr you deſpiſe, what I in Friendſhip ſay, | 
Vo thou thy Aid, oh Galatea, lend, 
ECorinua's Ship with proſp'rous Gales beftiend. 
e Nymphs, and you their bearded Sire, beware 
Leit any hurt bofall the ven trous Fairr. 
hat Guilt her Death would bring upon the Sca ! 
WY our Waters could not waſh the Crime away. 
Vo then, but ever keep me freſſi in Mind, 
Full be your Sails of a propitious Wind, 
nd quickly may the friendly Gales reſtore 
y Miſtreſs to this once forſaken Shoar. 
W firſt ſhall from our Coaſt, with ſearching Eye, 
W our Ship returning to our Harbourſpy, 
\nd that it brings our Gods, with Rapture cry. 
WV hen in mine Arms the landing Fair I catch, 
Kiſſes on Kiſſes numberleſs Ill ſnatch. 
he Victim for your ſafe Return deereed, 
Wo pay my Vows ſhall onghe Altar bleed. 
nſtead of poliſh'd Stone, the homely Strand 
hall ſerve us for a Table; or the Sand. 
Neill there refreſh, Your Health we there will Drink, 
Nad you ſhall tell me there, how like you were to ſink, 
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What Risk you ran, how near to ſuffer Wreck, 
And yet how bold you were to-haſten back. 
Nor ſtarleſs Nights you fear'd, nor ſtormy Sea, 
Nor Danger dreaded, while you thought on me. 
Tho' tis all feign'd, LU take it to be true. | 
And cheat my Hopes, as Lovers uſe todo. 

Why ſhould I not as Truth the Tale receive? 
will pleaſe as well, if I as well believe. 

Let Phœbus wing the Hours, and haſte the Day, 
In Heay'n diſtinguiſh'd by a brighter Ray. 


W R WNT 
EIL EO XII. 


The Poet rejoices for the Favours he has received Fr 
bis Miſtreſs. De 


= Triumphe! J have won the Prize, 
For in my Arms the fair Corinna lies. 

Nor jealous Husband, nor a Guardian's Care, 

Nor Door defended with a double Bar, 

Cou d fence againſt a Lover's Artifice; 

For in my Arms the fair Corinna lies. 

With Reaſon of my Victory I boaſt, 

The Conqueſt gain'd, and yet no Blood is loſt : 

I ſcald no Walls. | paſs'd no Ditch profound, 

Safe were my Wars, and all without a Wound. 

My only Work, a charming Girl t@gain, 

The Pleaſure well rewards the little Pain. 

Ten Years the Greeks did in one Siege employ, 

Butleveld were, at length, the Walls of Trey; 
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What Glory was there by th*.4trides won, 
So many Chiefs before a ſingle Town? 
Not thus did I my pleaſant To:ls purſue, 
And the whole Glory to my ſelf is due. 
My ſelf was Horſe, ar.d Foot, my ſelf alone, 
The Captain and the Soldier was in one, 
And fought beneath no Banner but my own. 
Whether by Strength I combated, or Wile, 
Fortune did ever on my Actions ſmile, 
I only owe my Triumph to my Care, 
And by my Patience only won the Fair, 
Nor was my Cauſe of Quarrel new, the ſame 
Set Europe, and proud A/iain a Flame. 
For Helen, raviſh'd by the Dardan Boy, 
Wasthe War wag'd that ſunk the Pride of Troy. 
The Centaurs double-torm'd, half Man, half Beaſt, 
Defil'd with horrid War the Nuptial Feaſt ;, ; 
Enflam'd by Wine, and Woman's Magick Charms, 
They turn'd the jolly Face of Joy to Arms. 
Twas Woman urg'd the Strife, a ſecond Fair 
Wlnvoly'dthe Trojans in a ſecond War. 
What Wreck, what Ruin, did a Woman bring 
On peaceful Latium, and their pious King? 
WW hen Rome was young, and in her Infant State, 
Nhat Woes did Woman to our Sires create 2 
Into what Peril was the City brought, 
WV ben Sabine Fathers for their Daughters fought; 
wo luſty Bulls I in the Meads have view'd 
Wn Combat join'd, and by their ſide there ſtood 
Milk-white Heifer, who provok'd the Fight, 
j each contended, but the Conqu'ror's Right. 
; She 
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Tolſis. A Prayer that the Goddeſt would ai, 
Corinna, and prevent her miſcarrying. | 
438 1 
W Ith cruel Art Corinna would deſtroy h 
by: The rip uing Froitof our repeated Joy. $ 
| While on herſelf he proctiſes her Skill, A 
She'slike the Mother, not the Child, to kill. D 
Me ſhe wou'd not acquaint with what ſhe did, N 
From mea thing, which Fabborr'd, ſhe hidz Fe 
Well might I now be angry, but I fear, Ly 
Ill as ſhe is, irmight endanger her. TI 
By me, I muſt confeſs, ſne did conceive, yl 
W. 
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3 y She gives them Courage, her they both regard. 


As one that caus'd the War, and muſt reward, 
Compell'd by Cupid in his Hoſt to liſt, 
And who that has a Heart can Love reſiſt? 


His Soldier | have been, without the Guiit 


Of Blood, in any of our Battles ſpilt. 
For him I've tought, as many more have done, 
And many Rivals met, butmurder'd none. 


<0 <YY6* 030 03003058 . # 
ELEGY XIII. 


The Fact is fo, or elſe I ſo believe. 

We've Cauſe to think, what may ſo likely be, 

So is, and then the Babe belongs to me. 

Oh Iſs, who delight'ſt to haunt the Fields, 

Where fruitful Nie his Golden Harveſts yields, 

Where with ſeven Mouths into the Sea it falls, 

Aud haſt thy Walks around Canope's Walls, 
1 
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Who Mempbis viſit ſt, and the Pharian Tow rs, | | * 
Aſſiſt Corinna with thy friendly PowW rs. 9 
Thee by thy Silver Siſtra I conjure, v1 
A Life ſo precious, by thy Aid ſecure, | 

So may'ſt thou with Oſrris ſtill find Grace; 

By Anubios venerable Face, 

I pray thee, ſo may ſtill thy Rights Divine 

Flouriſh, and Serpents round thy Off rings twine, 

May Apis with his Horns the Pomp attend, 

And be to thee, as thou rt to her a Friend. 

Look down, Oh Iſis, on the teeming Fair, 

And make at once, her Lite, and mine thy Care. * 
Have Pity on her Pains; the Help you give 

To her, ker Lover faves, in her I live. 

From thee this Favour ſhe deſerves: She pays 

Her Vows to thee, on all thy ſolemn Days; 

And when the Galli at thy Altars wait, 

She's preſent at the Feaſt they celebrate. 

And thou, Lucina, who the lab'ring Womb 

Doft with Compaſſion view, to her Aſſiſtance come, 

Nor doſt thou, when to thee thy Vot*ries pray 

For ſpeedy Help, thy wanted Help delay. 

Lucina, liſten to Corinnas Pray'r, | 

Thy Vot'ry ſhe, and worthy of thy Care. | 
Il with my Off rings to thy Altar come, : Ki 
With Votive Myrrh thy ſacred Fane perfume. _- 
The Vows I make, that thou my Fair may'ft bleſs, 
In Words inſerib d. I onthy Shrine expreſs. 

Ovid, the Servant of Corinna, pray d 

The Goddeſs here, theteeming Dame to aid: 

Ah Goddeſs, of my humble Suit allo; 
| Giye place to my Inſcription and my Vow. 
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If frighted as Iam I may preſume, 

Your Conduct to direct in Time to come, 

_ Corinna, ſince you ve ſuffer d thus before, 
Ah try the bold Experiment no more. 


6 
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ELEGY XIV. 
To his Miſtreſs, who endeavour'd to make herſelf 


Miſcarry. N. 
a Ia 
I N Hat boots it, that the Fair are free from War, N 
AY x And what, that they're torbid the Shield to bear; 20 
bn Againſt themſelves, if they new Arms employ, | h. 
: th And madly with new Wounds, their Lives deſtroy ? or 
1 The cruel Mother, who did firſt contrive hl 
7 1 Her Babe to butcher, cer tas ſcarce alive, he 
K. Who thus from Nature's tender Dictates ſwer vd, wi 
jt be To periſh by her proper Hands deſery'd, | de 
b 1 Why do the Sex forget their Softneſs, why = 17 
f 1 Such Projects for a fooliſu Fancy, try? Wo ki 
6 The Belly muſt be ſmaoth, no Wrinkle there W ve 
i 4 To ſhock the Lover's wanton Glance appear. Ne. 
f . His Touch as well as Sight they fain would pleaſe, dea, 
4 L And the Womb early of its Burthen cafe. | e M. 
5 Had Women ſooner knovyn chis wicked Trade, | any 
Among che Race of Men, what Havock had they made? n pit 
1 Mankind had been extinct, and loſt the Seed, re c 
Without a Wonder to reſtore the Breed; yet 

As when Deucalion and his Phyrrha hurl'd t, 


The Stones, that ſow'd with Men the delug'd World. 
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Had Thetis, Goddeſs of the Sea, reſus d 

To bear the Burthen, and her Fruit abus'd, 
Who would have Priam'sRoyal Seat deſtroy'd? 
Or hadthe Veſtal, whom fierce Mars enjoy d, 
crifled the Twins within her pregnant Womb, 


what Founder would have then been born to Rome ? 


Had Venus, when ſhe with Zneasteem'd, 

o Death, &erborn, Anchiſes Son condemn d; 

he World had of the Cæſars been depriv d, 

luguſtus near had reign d. nor Julius liv d. 

\ndthou, whoſe Beauty is the Boaſt of Fame, 

an periſh'd, had thy Mother done the fame; 

or kad Iliv d Love's faithful Stave to be, 

ad my own Mother dealt as ill by me. 

h vile Invention, ah accurſt Defign, 

orobof rip'ning Fruit the loaden Vine 

h let it grow for Nature's Uſe mature, 

h let it its full Lengthof Time endure. 

will of it ſelf, alas, too ſoon decay, 

dquick]y fall, like Autumn Leaves, away. 

[hy barb'rouſly doſt thou thy Bowels tear, 

Lill the human Load that quickens there? 

W venom'd Drugs why venture, to deſtroy 

e Flcdge of Pleaſure paſt, thepromis'd Boy? 
dea, gui.ty of her Children's Blood, 

e Mark of every Age's Curſe has ſtood ; 

d 4tys murder d by his Mother's Rage, 

n pity'd ſince by each ſucceeding Age; 

re cruel Parents by falſe Lords abus d, 

yet ſome Plea, tho* none their Crimeexcus'd, 

t. Faſon, did your dire Revenge provoke? 

t, Tereus, urge you to the fatal Stroke? 
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What Rage your Reaſon led ſo far away, 

As furious Hands upon your {elf to lay: 

The Tygteſſes, that haunt th Armenian Wood, 

Will ſpare their proper Young, tho pinch d forFood ; 
Nor will the LizanLyoneſſes flay 

Their Whelps; but Women are more fierce than they, 
More barb'rous to the tender Fruit they bear, 

Nor Nature's Call, tho loud ſhe cries, will hear. 

But righteous Vengeance oft their Crimes purſues, 


And they are loſt themfelves, who wou'd their Children loſs; 


The poys nous Drugs, with mortal Juices fill 
Their Veins, and undeſigu d, themſelves they kill. 
Themſelves upon the Bier are breathleſs born, 
With Hair ty'd up, which was in Ringlets worn, 

| Thro' weeping Crowds, that ontheir Corps attend, 
Well may they weep for their unhappy End. 
Forbid it, Heav'n, that what I fay may prove 
Preſaging to the Fair; I blame, and love ; 

Thus let me ne er, ye Pow'rs, her Death deplore, 
Twas her firſt Fault, and ſhe Il offend no more. 
No Pardon ſhe'il deſerve, a ſeoond Time, 

But without Revey. punift then her Crime. 


ELEGY XV. 


| The Poet ſpeaks to the Ring, which, he had ſint 4 


Preſence to his Miſreſs. . 


2 happy Ring, who art about to bind 
1 The Fair One's Finger; may the Fair be kind. 


II. 


WWW Vc WWW WWW 


Smal 
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Small is the Preſent, tho the Love be great; 

May ſhe ſwft ſlip thee on thy taper Seat. 

As ſhe, and I, may thou with her agree, 

And not too large, nor yet too little be. 
Io touch her Hand, thou wilt the Pleaſure have; 
I now muſt envy, what my ſelf I gave. 
Oh! would a Proteus, or a Circe change 
Me to thy Form, that I like thee might range! 
Then would I wiſh thee with her Breaſts to plays 
And her left Hand beneath her Robes to ſtray. 
Tho' ſtrait ſhe thought me, I will then appear 
Looſe, and unfix'd, and {lip I know not where, 
When-cer ſhe writes ſome ſecret Lines of Love, 
Leſt the dry Gemm and Wax ſhould ſticking prove, 
Me firſt ſhe moiſtens:; Then fly Care I take, 
And but when Lines I like, Impreſſion make. 
If in her Pocket tain ſhe would me hide, 
Cioſe will I preſs her Finger, and ndt flide. 
Then cry, My Life, I ne er ſhall thee diſgrace, 
AndIam light, give me my proper Place. 
Still let me ſtick, when in the Bath you are; 
It I catch Damage, tis not worth your Care, 
Yea when the Ring thy naked Body ſpies, 
It will transform, and Ia Man ariſe. 

Why do] rave? thou little Trifle, go, 

And that 1 die for her, let the dear Creature know. 
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O.v 1 D's. Amonrs. 


ELEG Y XVI. 


| | nowat-— where my Eyes can view 


1 Their old Delights, but what I want in you: 
Here purling Streams cut thro' my pleaſing Bowers, 
Adorn my Banks, and raiſe my drooping Flowers: 
Here Trees with bending Fruit in Order ſtand, 
Invitemy Eye, and tempt my greedy Hand ; 

But half the Pleaſure of Enjoyment's gone; 

Since I muſtpluck them ſing'e, and alone: 


Why could not Nature's Kindneſs firſt contrive 


That taithful Lovers ſhould like Spirits live, 
Mixt in one Point, and yet divided lye 


Enjoying an united Liberty? 


But ſince we muſt thro diſtant Regions go, 

Why wasnot the ſame Way defign'd tor two? 
One ſingle Care determin'd ſtill for both, 

And the kind Virgin joyn'd the loving Youth? 

Then ſhould I think it pleaſant Way to go 


Oer Alpine Froſt, and trace the Hills of Snow; 


Then ſhould I dare to view the horrid Moors, 
And walk the Deſarts of the Libyan Shores; 
Hear Scy/la bark, and ſee Charybdis rave, 

Suck in, and vomit qut the threat' ning Wave: 
Fearleſs thro all I'd ſteer my feeble Barge, 
Secure, and ſafe with the celeſtial Charge: 


Bock IT, 


He invites his Miſtreſs into the Country, 


I try 
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But now though here my grateful Fields afford 
Choice Fruits to cheer their melancholy Lord ; 
hough here obedient Streamsthe Gard ner leads, 
In narrow Channels thro my flow'ry Beds; 
ho' Poplars riſe, and ſpread a ſhady Grove, 
here I might lye, my little Life improve, | 
nd ſpend my Minutes 'twixt a Muſe and Love. 
ct theſe contribute little to my Eaſe, | 
or without you they loſe the Power to pleaſe: 
ſeem to walk o'er Fields of naked Sand, 
dr tread an antiek Maze in Fairy-Lang, 
here frighttul Spectres, and pale Shades appear, 
nd hollow Groans invade my troubled Ear: 
hereev'ry Breeze, that thro'my Arbour flies, 
rſt ſadly murmurs, and then turns to Sighs. 
he Vines love Elms, what Elms from Vines remove: 
enwhy ſheuld I be parted from my Love ? 
ad yet by me you once devoutly ſwore, 
your own Eyes, thoſe Stars that I adore; 
Wat all my Bus'neſs you would make your own, 
Wd never ſuffer me to be alone: 
Wt faithleſs Woman nat rally deceives, | 
eit frequent Oaths are like the falling Leaves, 
Wich when a Storm has from the Branches tore, 
tolt by every Blaſt, and ſeen no more: 
tit you willbe true, your Vows retrieve, 
kind, and] can eaſily forgive; 
rare your Coach, to me direct your Courſe, 
re fiercely on, and laſn the lazy Horſe 
L while you ride I will prolong the Day, 
tr the Power of Verſe to ſmooth your Way: 


O 2 Sink 


280 O vr p' Amourt. Book 11,087 
Sink down ye Mountains, ſink ye lofty Hills, C 


Ve Valleys be obedient to har Wheels, v 
Ve Streams be dry, ye hindring Woods remove, D 
tis Love that drives, and all muſt yield to Love. Fi 


ELEGY XVII. 
He tells Corinna, he will always be her Slav, 


F there's a Wretch, who thinks it is a Shame 

1 Jo ſerve a lovely, and a loving Dame; 

If ſuch a Slave he loads with Infamy, 

i'm willing he ſhou'd judge as hard of me, 

I'm willing all the World ſhould know my Shame, 
If Venus will abate my raging Flame: 

Let me a fair, and gentle Miſtreſs have, 

And then proclaim aloud that I'm her Slave. 
Beauty isapt to ſwell a Maiden's Mind, 

And thus Corinna is to Pride inclin'd ; 

But as ſhe is above all Maidens fair, 

What's Pride in them, is Inſolence in her: 

Leſs fair I wiſh ſhe was, or knew it leſs, 
How learnt ſhe, ſhe is lovely by her Face? 

Her Mirrour tells her fo, ſhe often tries 

Her Mirrour, and believes her charming Eyes. 
The Looks ſne then puts on, are ſtill her beſt, 
And ſhe ne er uſes it, but when ſhe's dreſt. 
Tho wide the Empire of your Beauties ſpread, 


Beauty to draw my am rous Glances made, Con | 


1. 
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Compare your Servant's Merit with yourEyes, 
You'll find no Cauſe his Servieeto deſpiſe, 
Don't think I preſs upon your Pride too hard, 
Forlittle Things may be with Great compar d: 
We're told Calypſo, an immortal Pow'r, 
Detain'd a Mortal in th* Ogygian Bow r, 
nd when her Pray'r to ſtay he would not grant, 
o ſtrong her Love, ſhe kept him by Conſtraint; 
\ Nereidtook the Pththias to her Arms, 
nd Numa knew divine Egerias Charms. 
Nualcan tho Lame, and of a Form obſcene, 
Nas oft made happy by the Paphian Queen, 
She matter d not his lymping, butapprov'd 
is Flame, and ſaw no Faults in him ſhe lov d; 
ly Verſes are unequal, like his Feet, 
et the long, kindly with the ſhorter meet. 
5 they with them, why ſhou'dfſt thou not with me, 
omply, my Life, and my Divinity ? 
Ny ſelf, when Iam in thy Arms, I'll own 


yy Subject, and the Bed ſhall be thy Throne; 


W hou there, my lovely Queen, ſhalt give me Laws, 
Nor in my Abſence to rejoice have Cauſe, 
or ever ſhall my Services be blam'd, 
or ſhalt thou of thy Servant be aſham'd. 
I Poetry's my Purſe, my Fortune's there, 
have no other way to win the Fair; 
Nor is that way the worſt: the brighteſt Dames, 
WW ou'd in my Verſe immortalize their Names: 
Wy; Muſe the Place of an Eſtate ſupplies, 
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Ind none that know ber Worth, her Wealth deſpiſe. 
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And how Old Troy by Grecian Vengeance fell; 
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Some tempted by Corinna's ſpreading Fame, Fn 
In Envy rob her, and uſurp her Name; En 
What wou'd they, give, d' ye think, to be the ſame ? Ah 
But neither cool Eurotas, nor the Po An 
With Poplar ſhaded, in one Channel flow. Art 
By diffrent, and by diſtant Banks they glide, Au. 
Are Rivers hoth, but various is their Tide. Ho 
There are more Beauties, but there's none like thine, Att 
There are more Verſe, but thou haſt only mine; I'm 
No other Charms can e er inſpire my Muſe, Of 
And other Theams I with Diſdain refuſe. 8 My 


SANG SNInLCHDIN ING 027% AN LDN $221 020 BN On: 
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To Macer,blaming _ - not writing of Loved 


Hile, Macer, you Achille? Choler ſing. 
And Greece before the Walls of Ilium bring. 
While Feats of Arms in Phrygian Fields you tell, 


I my ſoft Hours in ſofter Songs employ, 

And all my Leiſure give to Love, and Joy. 

When to high Acts my Voice. ſtrive to raiſe, 

Love laughs at my Attempt, and mocks my Lays: 

Begone, I often to my Miſtreſs cry, 

But have not Courage yet, my ſelf tofly.. . 

Whene er ſhe ſees me in this ſullen Fit. 

dhe fandles me, and on my Knee will ſit: = 
nou? 


My Theams are Acts, which I my ſelf have done; 


Vnd laughs to ſee me in my Buskins dreſt. 


Ny Mind, my Miſtreſs bends another Way; . 


b 
: 


cor feet Saphotouch the Lesbyan Lyrey- 


Like, or not like it, I muſt fing of Love. 


Fro great Ulyſſes I a Letter frame, 
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Enough of this, ſay I, for Shame give o'er, 
Enough of Love, we ll play the Fool no more, 

Ah, is it then a Shame to love? ſhecries; 

And chides, and melts me with her weeping Eyes; 
Around my Neck her ſnowy Arms ſhe throws, 
And to my Lips with ſtifling Kiſſes grows: 

How can I all this Tenderneſs refuſe? 

Atonce my Wiſdom, and my Will I loſe, 

m conquer'd, and renounce the glorious Strain 
Of Arms, and War, to ſing of Love again: 


And my Muſe ſings no Battles, but my owg. 
Once 1 confeſs, I did the Drama try, 

And ventur'd-with ſucceſson Tragedy; 

My Genius with a moving Scene agrees, 

And if I ventur'dfarther I might pleaſe: 

But Love of my Heroicks makes a Jeſt, 


\ſham'd, and weary of this tragick'Whim, 
For tender Thoughts I quitted the ſublime. 


er muſt my Muſe, in all her Songs obey; 
ho' oft I do not what I write approve, 


— 


hether for Ithaca s illuſtrious Dame, 4 
Dr for O Enone tender Things indite, | 
vr ſoft Complaints for injur'd Phillis write; 

V hether Fair Canace s inceſtuous Gare 
ſooth, or flatter Dido's fierce Deſpair 3 
V hether I fan Medea'sraging Fire, 
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Whether I Phedra's lawleſs Love relate, 

Or Theſeus Flight, and Ariadne's Fate: 

Oh that Sabinus, my departed Friend, 

Cou d from all Quartersnow his Anſwers ſend ? 
Ulyſes' Hand ſhou d to his Queen be known, 
And wretched Phedra hear from Theſeus' Son; 
Dido, Eneas Anſwer ſhould receive, 


And Phillis Demophoor?'s, it alive. 


Faſon ſhould to Hyp/epilereturn 

A ſad Reply, andSapho ceaſe to mourn ;. 

Nor him whom ſhe can ne er poſſeſs deſire, 

But give to Phabus Fane her Votive Lyre, 

As much as you in lofty Epicks deal, 

Jou, Macer, ſhew that you Love's Paſſion feel, 
And ſenſible of Beauty's pow'rful Charms, 

[You hear their Call amid the Noiſe of Arms. 

A Place for Paris in your Verſe we find, 

And Helen 's to the young Adult'rer kind; 

There lovely Laodamia mourns her Lord, 

The firſt that fell by Hector s tatal Sword: 

It well I know you, and your Mind can tell, 
The Theam's as grateful, and you like as well, 
To tune your Lyre for Cupid, as for Mars, 

And Thracian Combats change tor Paphian Wars! 
If well know you, and your Works deſign 
Tour Will, you often quit your Camp for mine. 
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By Mr. DRYDEN. 
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Te. thy ſelf thou wilt not wack thy Whore; - 

Watch her for me, that I may love her more. 

What comes with Eaſe we nauſeouſly receive, - 

Who but a Sot, wou'd ſcorn tolove with leave ? 

With Hopes and Fears my Flames are blown up higher; 

Make me Deſpair, and then I can Deſire, | 

Give mea ſilt toteaſe my jealous Mind; 

Deceits are Virtues in the Female kind. 

Corinna my Fantaſtick Humour knew, 

Play'd Trick for Trick, and kept her ſelf ſtill nevr: 

She, that next Night I might the ſharper come, 

Fell out with me, and ſent me Faſting home; 

Or ſome Pretence to lie alone wou'd take; 

8 Whene'er ſhe pleas d, her Head, and Teeth vyou'dake: 

Till having won me to the higheſt Strain; 

© She took Occaſion to be ſweet again. 

Wich what a Guſt, ye Gods, we then imbrac d! 

Howev'ry Kiſs was dearer than the laſt! 

Thou whom I now adore, be edify d, | 

W Take care that I may often be deny d. ? 1 

Forget the promis d Hour, or feign ſome Fright, i 

lake me lie rough on Bulks each other Night. 

W Theſe are the Arts that beſt ſecure thy Reign, og 25 

od th the. Food; that muſt my Fires maintains : 
O 


* 
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Groſs eaſie Love does like groſs Diet, pall, 
Ig ſqueaſie Stomachs Honey turns to Gall. 
Had Dana#not been kept in brazen Tow rs, 
Fove had not thought her worth his Golden Shaw's... 
i When Juno to a Cow turn'd 10's Shape, 
1 N The Watchman help d her to a ſecond Leap. 
Let him vvho loves an eaſie Whetſtone Whore, 
Pluck Leaves from Trees, and drink the Common Shore... 
The Jilting Harlot ſtrikes the ſuteſt Blow. 
A Truth which I by fad Experience know. -. 
The kind poor conſtant Creature we deſpiſe; 
Man but purſues the Quarry vvhile it flies. 
But thou dull Husband of a Wife too Fair, 
Stand on thy Guard, and watch the precious Ware; 
If creaking Doors, or barking Dogs thou hear, 
Or Windows ſcratch d, ſuſpect a Riyal there. 
An Orange - Wench wou'd tempt thy Wife abroad; 
Kick her,, for ſhe's a Letter- bearing Bawd: . 
In ſhort, be Jealous as the Devil ig Hell; 
And ſet my Wit on work to cheat thee well. 
The ſneaking City Cuckold is my Foe, 
I ſcatato ſtrike, but when be wards the Blow. 
Look to thy hits, and leave off thy conniving. 
Ill be no Drudge to any Wittal living; 
I have been patient, and forborn thee long, 
„ In hope thou wou dſt not pocket up thy Wrong: 
1 It no Affront can rouze thee, underſtand. , 
BY I'll take no more Indulgence at thy Hand. 
What, ne'erto be forbid thy Houſe, and Wite!.-. 
Damn him who loves to lead ſo ill a Lite.. 
Now can neither ſigh, nor whine, nor pray, 


All thoſe Occaſions thou haſt ta cn away. 


ä 
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Why art thou ſo incorrigibly Civil? N 

Do ſomewhat I may wiſtithee at the Devil. | 

For Shame be no Aceomplice in my Treaſon, - a 

Apimping Husband is too much in Reaſon. 
Once more wear Horns, before I quite forſake her, - 8 

Id Hopes whereof, I reſt thy Cuckold-maker, © i 


ELEGY AE 


The Poet Aer with. himſelf, whether. he 
Hould continue writing Elegies, or attempt 
Tragedy. 


W uhurt by Steel, aroſe an antient Wood, 
A Manſion fir for ſome retiring God; 
E-D With craggy Stones a ſecret Grot was 

* \ "1 hung, 

8 . And in the midſt a ſacred Fountai 
n ſprung; 

The counting Birds, repeating Songs of Love, 
le ed Complainings ſweetly fil d the Grove; 


4 
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Here wand'ring Thoughtful, and intent to chuſe. 
Some Theam unſung, to pleaſe the buſie Muſe; 

Fair Elegy came on With gentle Pace, 

Unforc'd her Air, and eaſy was her Grace, 

Her flaxen Hair in curious Treſſes wreath'd, 
Ambroſial Sweets and Heay'nly Odours breath'd 5: 
Aſimple Dreſs. the careleſs Charmer bore, 

And loving Looks, and Smiles unartful wore :- 

Next came the Goddeſs of the Tragick Scene, 

With ſtately Tread, and proud majeſtick Mien; 

Her Front ſevere, with hanging Curls was drowyn d, 
Her length of Robe was full, and ſwept the Groundʒ 
Her Hand held out a Regal Sceptre grac'd, 

And Lydian Buskins half her Legs embrac d. 

She firſt 5. Muſt Love for ever tune thy Voice, 
Fond idle Bard, and trifling in thy Choice? 


« Thy wanton Songsimploy the Drankard's Tongue 


« Tney'ry Street thy riball'd Lays are ſung; 

* The Finger marks thee in thy paſſing by, 

« Behold, where goes the Slave of Love, they cry. 
Thy Lewd Exploits, thou Profligate, are grown 
The publick Theam, and Talk of all the Towyn, 
« Whilſt unconcern d, and loſt to Senſe of Shame, 
« Thou ſtill runn ſt on, nor mind'ſt thy ruin'd Fame. 
* Enough thou'ſt told the Plaints of fond Deſire, 
Now leta nobler Inſpiration fire; 

« Thy Matter cramps thy Genius, learn to find 

A maaly Subject, and exert thy Mind. 

In Songs for Girls, fond Toys, and idle Play, 

* Thy Muſe has wanton'd all her Hours away. 
gut Youthat length has fill'd its Meaſure up; 


——- 
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«. Now in my Service let thy Force be ſnown, 

« Aſſert my Honour, and retrieve thy own; . 

&« Thy ſprightly Fancy, and inventive Wit, 

1 Thy lofty Stile ot tragick Scenes will fit. 

She ſaid; and proudly riſing in her Gate, 

Thrice ſhook her Treſſes, and diſplay d her State- 

With open Look, (nor was my Sight beguil d) | 

And joyous Eyes her Rival ſweetly fmil'd; - ] 

Suſtain'd hey Hand a Myrtle Branch upright? h 

Or did my Fancy form the charming Sight? 

Still ſoſevere, O Tragedy, ſhe cry'd! . ! 

« Andcanſt thou ne er forego thy ſullen Pride? / 

I not compare my lowly Lays.tothine ; . 1 

. Too weak Materials for the vaſt Deſign.. - L 

ce. The Stile unlabour d, negligent the Dreſs, Y 
V 
T 
Br 
M 


« My Verſe is humbler, and my Matter leſs. .. 

“ Gay,, wanton, ſoft, my Buſineſs is to move, 
-« With melting Strains, the playful God of Love. 

« -Bereftof me, Fair Venus wants her Charms, 

1 help the Goddeſs, and prepare her Arms. 

« Myluring Arts, and ſoothing Lays prevail, 

«. Where lofty Port, and Tragick Buskins fail. 

I more deſerve, by making that my Care. 

1. Thy rigid Pride allovys not thee to bear: 

*. By me, Corinna firſt was taught to tr 

t. To break from Priſon, and deceive the Spy; 

te I firſt induc'd the fearful Fair to ſlide 

. With trembling Caution from her HusBand's Side; 

« When to thy Arms, all looſe and diſ- array d,. 

* Prepar'd for Pleaſure, flew the melting Maid. 
Fix d on her Door, how oft lve hung on high, 
E mere each gaziog fre. * 
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« How oft, inſecret, while the Keeper ſtay'd, 

« Withiri her Woman's panting Boſom lay'd! | 4 
once ſent a Birth-day Gift, the cruel Dome k 
Ina pieces tore, and gave me to the Flame. q 
I taught thee firſt to cultivate thy Mind; 

Thy Faney brighiten d, and thy Witrefin'd; , 

« Thou ts my Care thoſe Merits muſt allow, 

For which my Rival would ſeduce theenowr- 

They ſpoke, Ianſwrer d. Let me both conjure 

To ſpare a Mind, with Terrors unſecuremm 
Nor to my Charge, when once pronounc d, be layd 

As Crimes, the Words my trembling Tongue has ſaid, 
To gain me Glory, thy Decrees ordain 

The Regal Sceptre, and the tragiek Strain; 

With painful Labour need I eoil for Fame, 

When eaſier Tasks already raiſe my Name 

Thou mak ſt my Love immortal: Thee I chuſe; 

Be thou my. Queen, and ſtill command my Muſe, 
Majeſtick Po W- r, forgive my ſimple Choice, 

Thy gentle Rival has obtain d my Voice. 

Short is the Time, in which her Palm is won; 

Ere thige-is gain · d, the Poet's Life is done. 

Nowy ſaid; She gracious gave Aſſent, 

Ind diff rent Ways the parting Rivals went; 

e gentle Loves, compleat the Work aſſign d. 

N greater Labouy ſeems to preſs behind. 


- 
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Mine are on you Thus do we feaſt our Sight, 


In ſofter Whiſpers I my Paſſion move, 


And change my Wiſhes to your Favourite; 
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To his Miſtreſs at the Horſe-Race.. 
I HennyY CRomwEtL, E. 


OT in the Circusdo ſit to view - 
The running Horſes, but to gaze on you; 
Near you I chuſe anadyantageous Place, 
And whilſt your Eyes are fix d upon the Race, 


Each alike pleas d with Objects of Delight; 


You of the Rider talk, but I'of Love. 
When, to pleaſe you, I ſtreight my Subject quit, 


Oh might I ride, and be ſo much your Care, 
Id ſtart with Courage from the Barrier, 
And with a ſwift ſhort Compaſs bruſh the Goal 
Unleſs the Sight of you my Courſe reſtrains, 

And makes my Hands forego the looſen d Reins; 

As Pelops gaz'd on Hippodamia's Face, 

Till he had almoſt loſtth* important Race; 

Yet he his Miſtreſs by her Favour won; 

So may our Prize aſſiſt us when we run. 

What mean theſe Starts? you muſt not, can'tremore 
This kind auſpicious Place was fram'd for Love. 
Iifear you're crouded. Gentlemen, for bear, 
Bray let your Arms and Knees the Lady ſpare 5> 


ves 


Madam, your Gown hangs down—-nay, pray let me 

Oh Heav'ns! what fine, what curious Legs I ee! 

Sure, who Diana in a Foreſt drew, 

opy'd in this the gracefull'ſt Part from you; 

guch Atalant diſcovering as ſhe ran, 

hat rap'trous Wiſhes ſeiz d Minalion. 

burn d, and rag'd before what then are theſe, 

Put Flames on Flames, and Waters to the Seas? 
y theſe a Thouſand other Charms are gueſt, 

hich are ſo advantageouſly ſuppreſs'd, 

Dh for ſome Air! this ſcorching Heat remove, 

Your Fan would dot but tis the Heat of. Love. 

But now the Pomp appears, the Sacred Thong 

ommand Applauſes from the Heart and Tongue; 

irſt Vict'ry with expanded Wings does move, 

e near, (O Goddeſs) to aſſiſt my Love; 

o Mars let Warriors Acclamations raiſe, 

be Merchants Tongues reſound with Neptwne's Praiſc ; 

W hilt I, whom neither Seas nor Arms invite, 

n Love alone, the Fruit of Peace, delight; 

o their Apollo let the Prophets pray, 

Ind Hunters to Diana Homage pay, 

et the Mechanicks to Miner ua vow, 

uſticks to Ceres, and to Bacchus bow; 

V hilſt I devote my ſelf to thee alone, 


ind Venus, and the pow'rful God thy Son; 


be propitious to my Enterprize, 


form with all thy Softneſs theſe Tair Eyes, 


nd to Love's Cauſe her gentle Breaſt incline ; 
ie grants, and has confirm'd it with a Sign ; 
d you aſſure it too, you who're to me 

Vith Venus leave) the mightier Deity, 
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By all theſe Heay'nly Witneſſes, to you 


Tl 
Will L be ever faithful, ever true. w 
Now in the open Cirque the Game's begun, Tt 
The Prætor gives the Signal, now they run; FR 
I ſee which way your Wiſhes are inclin'd, = 
To him a certain Conqueſt is deſign d, ö Th 
For ev'n the Horſes ſeem to know your Mind. As 
He takes too large a Compaſs to come in, gu. 
And lets his Adverſary get between; 7 To 
Recal him, Romans, tor a ſecond Heat, T» 
And clear the Courſe.— Ot 
Now ſee your Ground you better do maintain, As 
This Lady's Favour, and your Fame regain ;- gh. 
The Prize is his, As yours ſucceſsful prove, . WI 
So let my Wiſhes, which are all for Love; For 
I'm yet to conquer, and your Heart's the Prize; W. 
Something ſhe promis d with her ſparkling Eyes, i TH 
And ſmil'd ;-— Enough, did I tranſported cry, rt 
The reſt Il leave to Opportunity. (Va 
| | | | uc 
rr -2 o 
ntc 
Of his Perjur'd Miftreſs.. ay 
0] 

By the ſame Hand. Pr, 

| nd 
gar there be Gods has ſhe not falſely ſwore? or 
Yet is the Beauty that ſhe was before ! Deſi 


The curious Treſſes of her dangling Hair, 
As long, and graceful ſtill as e er they were; 
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That ſame inimitable White, and Red, 
Which o'er her Face was ſo diſtin&ly ſptead; 
The Roſes, and the Lillies keep their Place, 
And ev'ry Feature ſtill as juſtly grace; 

Her ſparkling Eyes their Luſtre ſtill retain, 


That Form, that perfect Shade does ſtill remain, 
As if ſhe ne'er had finn'd :- And Heav'n (tis plain) 


Suff ring the fairer Sex to Break their Vows, 
To the Superior Pow'r of Beauty bows. 
T inforce my Credit to her Perjuries, 


As if that Charm had been too weak to move, 
Sb' as added mine; — tell me, ye Powers above, 
Why all this Pain? why are theſe guiltleſs Eyes, 
For her Offence th atoning Sacrifice ? 
Was't not enough, Andromeda has dy'd, 
An Expiation for her Mother's Pride ? 
Ist not enough, that unconcern'd you ſee 
(Vain Witneſſes for Truth, for Faith, for me,) 
uch an Affront put on Divinity : 
no Revenge the daring Crime purſue, . 
Bat the Deceiv'd muſt be her Victim too. 
Either the Gods are empty. Notions, crept 
Into the Minds of Dreamers, as they ſlept, 
n vain are fear d, are but the Tricks of Law, 
fro keep the fooliſh cred'lous World inawe; 
Or, if there be a God, he loves the fais, 
nd all things at their ſole Diſpoſal are. 
For us are all the Inſtruments of War 


inſt us alone Apollo's Bows are bent, 


Ott rau d ſhe ſwear by thoſe perſuaſive Eyes; 


deſign'd, the Sword of Mars, and Palla“ Spear, | 


Wo at our Heads Fove's brandiſh'd Thunder ſent; 
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Yetof the Ladies, oh! how fond are they! | 
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Dare not the Inj'ries, they receive, repay, 

Butthoſe, who ought to fear em, they obey. 
Jyove to his Votaries is moſt ſevere, 

Templesnor Altars does his Lightning ſpare, 

Obliging Semele in Flames expires, 

But thoſe, who merit, can eſcape the Fires; 

Is this the Juſtice of your Pow'rs Divine? 

Who then will offer Incenſeata Shrine ? 

Why do we thus reproach the Deities? 

Have they not Hearts? and ſurely they have Eyes. 

Nay, had 1 been a God, I had believ'd 

The lovely Criminals, and been deceivd; 

Had wav d the Judgments to their Per) "ries due, 

And {worn my ſelf that all they ſpoke was true, 

Since then the Gods ſuch ample Gifts beſtow, F 

As make you abſolute o'er Men below 3 : B 

Pray let me find ſome Mercy in your Reign; 

Or ipite at leaſt your Lover's Eyes from Pain. 


J // © ca #4 aac. =- 


To 4 Man that lock'd up hisWife.. i «5 
By Sir CHARLES SEDLEY. 


Vox not thy ſelf, and her, vain Man, ſince all Bu 
By their own Vice, or Virtue, ſtand, or fall, Ge 
She's truly Chaſte, and worthy of that Name, U 
Who hates the IIl, as well as fears the Shame + li N. 
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And that vile Woman whom Reſtraint keeps in, 
Though ſhe forbear the Act has done the Sin, 

Spies, Locks, and Bolts may keep her brutal Part, 

But thou'rt an odious Cuckold in her Heart. 

They that have Freedom uſe it leaſt, and ſo 

The Power of Ill does the Deſigu o erthrow. 

Provoke not Vice by a too harſn Reſtraint; 

Sick Men long moſt to drink, who know they may nt. 
The fiery Courſer, whom no Art can ſtay, 

Or rugged Force, does oft fair Means obey ; 

And hethat did therudeſt Arm diſdain, 

Submits with Quiet to the looſer Rein. 

An hundred Eyes had Argos, yet the while 

One filly Maid did all thoſe Eyes beguile. 

Danae, though ſhut within a brazen Tow'r, 

Felt the Male virtue of the Golden Show'r : 

But chaſte Penelope, leftto her own Will, 

And free diſpoſal never thought of Ill; 

She to her abſent Lord preſery'd her Truth, 

For allth* Addreſſes of the ſmoother Youth: 

What's rarely ſeen, our Fancy magnifies, 

Permitted Pleaſure who does not deſpiſc ? 

Thy Care provokes beyond her Face, and more 

Men ſtrive to make the Cuckold, than the Whore, | 
They're wond'rous Charms we think, and long to know, 
That in a Wife inchant a Husband fo : 

Rage, Swear; and Curſe, no matter, ſhe alone 
Pleaſes, who ſighs, and cries I am undone. 

But could thy Spies ſay we have kept her Chaſte ; 
Good Servants then but an ill Wife thou haſt. 
Who fears to be a Cuckold is a Clown, ä 
Not worthy to partake of this Lewd Town ; 
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Where it is monſtrous to be fair, and Chaſte, 


V 

And not one Inch ot either Sex lies waſte. Be 
Would'ſtthou be Happy with her Ways comply, 86 
And in her Caſ: lay Points of Honour by: b 
The Friendſhip ſhe begins wiſely improve, T 
Anda Fair Wife gets one a world of Love:] Fe 
So ſhalt thou welcome be to every Treat, . H 
Live high, not pay, and never run in Debt. H 
g A 

TI 

TI 

Hor V. 17 

The Dream. 0 By 

Fri 

By Mr. CROMWELL, An 


IP in the midſt and filentdead of Night, þ 
When heavy Sleep oppreſs d my weary Sight, Ir! 


This Viſion did my troubled Mind affright. he 
To Sol expos'd, there ſtood a rifing Ground, : \rd 


Which caſt beneath a ſpacious Shade around ; T 
A gloomy Grove of ſpreading Oaks below, at 
And various Birds were perch'd onev'ry Bough: rde 
Juſt on the Margin of a verdant Mead, | 
Wheremurm'ring Brooks refreſhing Waters ſpread : 
Toſhun the Heat, I ſought this cool Receſs ; ue 
But in this Shade, I felt my Heat no leſs : he 
When browying o er the flow ry Graſs appear d on 
A lovely Cow, the faireſt of the Herd; * 
By ſpotleſs White diſtinguiſh'd from thereſt; m 
Whiter than Milk from her own Udders preſs d, ; = 
| | | Whitcr 
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Whiter than falling, or the driven Snow, 

Before deſcending Miſts can make it flow, 

che, with a luſty Bull her happy Mate, 

Delighted, on the tender Herbage fate; 

There, as he crops the Flowers, and chews the Cud, 
Feaſting a ſecond Time upon his Food, 

His Limbs with ſudden heavineſs oppreſs'd, 

He bends his Head, and finksto pleaſing Reſt, 

A noifie Crow, eleaving the liquid Air, 

Thrice with lewd Bill pick'd off the Heifer's Hair; 
Thegloſſy White imbib'd a ſpreading Blot, 

But on her Breaſt appear'da livid Spor: 

he Cow roſe {lowly from her Conſort's Sid 

But whenafarthe grazing Bull ſhe ſpy d, 

Frisk d to the Herd, with an impetuous haſte, * 
And pleas'd, in ne luxuriant Soil, her Taſte, 

Oh learn'd Diviner! 

hat may this Viſionary Dream portend ? 

Wt Dreams in any future Truth can end. 

ET be Prophet nicely weighs what | relate, 

Ard thus denounces in the Voice of Fate: 

That Heat you try'd to ſhun i th ſhady Grove, 

ut ſhunn'd in vain, was the fierce heat of Love: 

rbe Cow denotes the Nympb, your only Care; | 
For White's th'expreſſive Image of the Fair; | 


d you the Bull, abandon'd to Deſpair : 

he picking Crow, ſome buſie Bawd implies, 
Vho with baſe Arts will ſoon ſeduce your Prize, 
ou ſaw the Cow to freſher Paſtures range: 

d will your Nymph for richer Lovers change; 
mixing with the Herd you ſaw her rove; 


* ; d will the fair purſue promiſcuous Love: 
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Soon will you find a toul inceſtuous Blot, 
As on the Cow you view d the livid Spot. 

At this my Blood retir d with diſmal tright, 
And left me pale as Death, my fainting Sight 
Was quite o ercaſt in dusky Shades of Night. 
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To a River, as he was going to his Miſtreſs 
' 


By Ar. RYMER. 


f TT HY Courſe, thy noble Courſe a while forbear, 
I am in haſte now going to my Dear : 

Thy Banks how rich, thy Stream how wortby Prailc! 
Alas my haſte! ſweet River let me paſs. 
* No Bridges here, no Ferry, not an Oar, 

Dr Rope to hall me to the farther Shoar ? 

I have remember d thee a little one, 

Who now with allthis Flood com'ſt blund' ring down. 
Did I refuſe my Sleep, my Wine, my Friend, 

To ſpur along, andniuſt I here attend? 

No Art to help me tomy Journey's end! 
Ye Lapland Powers make me ſo far a Witch, 
I maya-ſtrideget over on a Switch. 
Oh for ſome Griffin, or that flying Horſe, 
Or any Monſter to aſſiſt my Courſe: 

I wiſh his Art that Mounted to the Moon, 
In ſhorter Journey wou'd my Job be done. 
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Why rave for-what crack- brain d Bardsdeviſe, - 

Oc name their led unconſeionable Lies? 

Good River, let me find thy Courteſie, | 

Keep within bounds, and may ſt thou ne er be dry. 

Thou can'ſt not think it ſuch a mighty boaſt, 

A Torrent has a gentle Lover croſt. 

Rivers ſhould rather take the Lover's fide; 

Rivers them ſelves Love's wondrous Pow'r havetry'd} 

Twas on this Score Inachus, pale, and wan, 

Sickly, and green into the Ocean ran: 

ong before Troy the Ten- years Siege did fear, 

Thou, Xanthus, thou Neera's Chains didſt wear, 

sk Achelaus who his Horns did drub, 

treight he complains of Hercules's Club. 

or Calydon, for all Ætolia 

as then conteſted ſueh outrageous Fray? 

t neither was for Gold, nor yet for Fee) 

eianira, it was all for thee. 

Zen Nile ſo rich, that rowls through ſeven wide Doors, 
nd uppiſh over all his Country ſeowrs; 

or Aſop's Daughter did ſueh Flame contract. 

s not by all that Stock of Waters ſlack d. 

ight an hundred goodly Rivers name, 

t muſt not paſs by thee, immortal Thame ; 

e thou cou'dſt Ii to thy Boſom take, 

dw did ſt thou wind, and wander for her fake? 

eluſty with broad Humber ſtrove, 

as it for Fame? I fay, it was for Love. 

at makes the noble Ouſe up trom the Main 

th hideous roar come briſtling back again; 

thinks his deareſt Derwent left behind, = 

tears her talſe, in new Embraces join d. vl 
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Thee alſo ſome ſmall Girl has warm'd, we gueſs, 
'Tho Woods and Foreſts now hide thy ſoft Place. | 
"Whilſt this L ſpeak, it ſwells, and broader grows; 
And o'er the highteſt Banks impetuous flows. 
Dog-flood, what art to me? Or why do'ſt check 
Our mutual Joys ? And(Churle) my Journey break 
What wou'dſt,- if thee indeed ſome noble Race, 
Or high Deſcent, and glorious Name did grace? 
When of no ancient Houſe, or certain Seat 
Nor, known before this Time, untimely, great) 
Rais'd by ſome ſudden Thaw thus high, and proud, 
No holding thee, ill-manner'd upſtart Flood. 
Not my Love - Tales can make thee ſtay thy Courſe, { 
4 Thou Zounds, thou art a River for a Horſe, 
f Thou hadſt no Fountain, but from Bears wert piſt, 
From Snows, and Thaws,. or Scotch unſay'ry Miſt, 
Thou crawl'ſt along, in Winter, foul, and poor, 
a. Jn Summer pudd!'d like a Com mon- Shore. 
In allchy Days when did'ſt a Courteſie ? 
Dry Traveller ne er lay da Lip to thee, 
Thee bane to Cattle, to the Meadows worſe, 
For ſomething, all, I, for my Sufferings, curſe, 
— Toſuch unworthy Wretch, how am 1 ſham'd, 
That I the gen'raus am'rous River nam'd ? 
When Nile, and Achelous I diſplay d, 
And Thame, and O#ſe, what Worm was in my Head? 
For thy Reward, diſcourteous River, I 


Wiſh, be the Summers hot, the Winters dry. 
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Ovid laments his imperfect Enjoyment | 


AS ſhe not Heav'nly Fair, and richattir'd 7 

Was ſhe not that, which all my Soul defir"dy 

Yet were theſe Arms around her idly fpread, 

Bod with an uſeleſs Load I preſs'd the Bed, 

n to my Wiſhes was the Pow'r deny'd, 

When with my Wiſhes the kind Nymph comply d. 

Lay without Life's animated Sping, - 

Adull, enervate, worthleſs, lumpiſh Thing. 

Neck ſhe folded with a ſott Embrace, 

ow kiſs'd my Eyes, now wanton'd o'er my Face. 

Now lov'd to dart her humid Tongue to mine, Aa 
Now would her pliant Limbsaround me twine, | | 
\nd ſooth, by thouſand ways, the ſweetDeſign. ] 
The moving Blandiſhments of Soundſhetry'd, 

nd my dear Life, my Soul, my All, ſhecry'd, 

avain, alas! the Nerves were ſlacken d till, 

nd1 prov d only potent in my Will. 

poor, unactive Sign of Man I made, 

ad might as well for Uſe have been a Shade. 

old I live, how ſhall I old prevail, | 

hen in my Youth1 thus ing/orious fail? / 


>, 
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"The Bloom of Years becomes my ſnameful Moan, 

Now in full Growth the ripen'd Man is ſhown, - 
But not the Strengthof Man to her was known. 
Untouch'd by Brathers, Siſters thus retire, 

Or Veſtals riſe to watch tH*eternal Fire. 

"Yet many a Nymph, whom I forbear to name; 

Have kindly yielded and indulg'd my Flame, 
Nor could the Vigour of their Ovid blame. 

Corinna knows, When numb'ring the Delight, 

Not leſs than nine ful Tranſports crown'd the Night. 
Is Verſe, or Herbs the Source of preſent Harms? 
Am I a Captive to Theſalian Charms? 

Has ſome Enchantreſs this Confuſion brought, 

And in ſoft Wax my tortur'd Image wrought? 
Deep in the Liver is the Needle fix d? 

Plagues ſhe by Numbers, or by Juices mix d? 

By Numbers, ſudden theripe Harveſts die, 

And fruitful Urns no more their Streams ſupply: 
Oaks ſhed, unſhook; their Acorns at the Call, 

And the Vine wonders why her Clufters fall. 

Why may not Magick act on me the ſame, 
Unftring the Nerves, and quite untune the Frame? 
Call d at the Heart, and longing to perform, 

I rais'd indeed, but rais d an empty Storm. 

Moſt diſappointed, when the moſt propenſe, 

And Shame was ſecond Cauſe of Impotence, 

What LimbsT touch'd! and only touch d: Ch ſie, 
Where was the bliſgtul Touch ? her Shift can vie 
In Feats, like theſe, and touch, as wellas l. 

Yet to touch her, ev 'n Neſfor might grow young. 
AndCenturies, like Twenty one, be UHE. 
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Such was the Maid; the Parabel had ran 
Graceful, if I could add, ſuch was the Man. 
Some envious Deity with Vengeance glow'd, 
So ſweet a Gift had been ſo ill beſtow'd. 
I burn'd to claſp her naked in my Arms, 
Did ſhe not freely open all her Charms ? 
What boots good Fortune, if we want the Pow / 
To ſnatch the Pleaſures of the favour'd Hour ? 
I, like a Miſer, only could behold, © 
And brooded oer an uſeleſs Mine of Gold. + 
So Tantalus with Fruit untoueb'd, is curs'd, 

nd dies, amid the gliding Stream, of Thirſt. 
p riſes early from th untaſted Fair, 
Fhe grave old Prelate, and kneelsdown to Pray r. 
Were yet her melting Kiſſes miſemploy'd ? 
Did ſhe ſtrive vainly to be well exloy'd? 
Sure ſhe has Beauties might def Rocks enchant, 
Bend the proud Oak, and ſoften Adamant, 
She would have mov'd a Man, tho' almoſt dead. 
But with my Manhood the whole Life was fled. 
If none ſhould lend an Ear, why is the Song? 
Or painted Nymph ſhown to a blinded Throng ? 
Ye Gods! what Joys did not my Fancy raiſe ! 
Icurl'din Folds of Love a thouſand ways. 
Strong were my Thoughts, butah! my Body lay 
Languid as Roſes pluck'd off Yeſterday. ' 
Now all the Blood the circling Spirits fire, 
And the loſt Field impertinent require: ® 
Begon, untimely Nerves! I truſt no more: 


Such was the Promiſe of your Strength betore. 
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Could you the Fair One baulk of her Delight, 
Diſgrace your Maſter by fo baſe a Fright, 0 


And want the Courage for ſo ſweet a Fight? M 
Did ſhe not kindly too your Stay demand, T 
And tempt it ſoftly with a ſoothing Hand? M 
But when Solicitings no Life could gain, bl 
And Infpirations, tho from her, were vain, Fe 
Who bad thee thus thy ſelf to me tobring ? 5 
Go tor a filly, unperforming Thing ? i 
Art thou a Wretch by ſome cure d Spell deſtroy d, N 
Or here com ſt tribling with paſt Pleaſures cloy'd > 91 
She ſpoke, and ſpringing from the Bed ſhe flew, Wc; 
And ſecret Beauties ſo diſclos'd to View : | 0 
Yet to conceal the joyleſs Night's Diſgrace, - y 1 
She ca. ld tor Water with a ſmiling Face, = 
And waſh'd a nameleſs, unpolluted Place. | N, 
An 
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He complains that his Miſtreſs did not give hin« Wt Tc 
favourable Reception. Ye 


| Hat Caxcomb will in future Times think fit 
| To build, in Love, bis Fortune on his Wit? 
Wealth now is Worth, whatever 'twas of Old, 
S And Merit valu'd by its Weight in Gold. 
With Male and Female this is now the Rule, 

And he that's · noor, of courſe muſt be a Fool. 

The Dame to read my am'rous Verſe delights, 
MyMritipgs likes, but ſcorns the Man that writes; 


Thej 
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They freely on her Privaey preſume, 

And find Admittance, where I muſt not come: 
Me, when ſhe does her haunted Houſe excludey- 
To them ſhe's civil, as to me ſhe's rude. 

Me ſhe expoſes to a thouſand Harms, 

To walk the Streets, while they are in her Arms. 
For whom does ſhe my Paſſion diſregard? 

And who has intercepted my Reward? 

Why is the Beau with ſo much Joy embrac d? 
His Pocket's full, it ſeems, his Coat is lac d: 

He won her with his Military Air, 

Which cheats as often as it charms the Fair. 
Cou'd ſhe her longing Eyes forbear to fix 

On his fine Feather, and his Coach and Six? 
Enrich'dby Plunder, he cou d never miſs 

The Favour, who wou'd buy the venal Bliſs.-- 

No Matter how he got his Wealth, by War, 
And Blood: She cares not, if ſhe has her Share. 
The Upſtart for ward was, tis ſaid, in Fight, 
And in the Field of Battle made a Knight: 

But had his Honour come without his Gold, 

His, ſure, had been like my Reception, cold. 
To Men of Merit, how could ſhe be coy, 

Yet to a Murd'rer proſtitutethe Joy? 

That Head which lolls upon your panting Breaſt, . 
Was lately cover'd with a plumy Creſt, 

Can you the Bully to your Bed admit? 

Are his hard Limbs for Ladies Dalliance fit ? 

His Hands in your Embrace you'll find embru'd, . 
With clotted, and perhaps with guiltleſs Blood; 
How awkard muſt it be tor you to feel, 

Near yours his Thigh, that late was cas d with Steel? 
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That Ring, the Token of his Pride, and State, 
Was with a heavy Gaunlet hid of late: 

Canſt thou have Commerce with a Thing ſo toul? 
[Where's now the boaſted Niceneſs of thy Soul ? 
What Pleaſure canſt thou in his Roughneſs find? 
Thou, that wer t once the ſofteſt of thy Kind? 
Bchold what Marks of brutal Rage he bears, 

And how he's mangled with diſhoneſt Scars. 

Yet to thoſe Scars, diſhoneſt asthey are, 

His Wealth he owes, hisFortunes with the Fair, 
No doubt, he makes a Merit of his Guilt, 

And brags what Blood he has in Battle ſpilt. 

Fine Courtſhip this, to win a gentle Dame; 

Thou ſhar'ft his Money; and mnſt ſharehis Shame. 
Me, not the meaneſt of Apolio's Train, 

She hates, and I repeat my Verſe in vain ; 

Iſing before her Gate; her Gate I find 

Is leſs obdurate, than her harden'd Mind. 

Forbear your Songs, Apollo's Sons, forbear, 

And bendyour future Thoughts to Arms and War, 
Inſtead of Inſpirations, get Commands; 

To Murder, andto Rapine uſe your Hands, 
And you with Eaſe reduce the Female Bands. 

Had Homer in the Grecian Army ſerv'd, 

We ne er had heard t hat he had begg d, or ſtar vd. 
Ot Gold the Thund rer ſhew'd the mighty Pow'r, | 
Deſcending ſoftly thro' the Brazen Tow'r, 

And claiſping Dana#in aGoldenShow'r. 

A Thouſand Bars the Virgin Fair did hold, 

But what are Iron Bars, to Bribes of Gold? 

Againſt this Foe, her Father could not guard, 
Watchmen, and Women keep a fruitleſs Ward. 
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The Dam ſel who her ſelf before was coy. 
Melts at the Sight, and meets the dazling Joy. 
When peaceful Saturu did Heaven's Scepter ſway, 
Deep in Earth's Womb the fatal Metal lay: 
Nene then their teeming Mother's Bowels tore, 
Inqueſt of hidden Wealth, in various Ore z 
Fed with the Fruits, which bounteous Nature yields 
In painted Gardens, and in Golden Fields, 
From her rich Soil are reap'd ſpontaneous Crops, 
And from the Foreſt Oak ſweet Honey drops. 
No Hinds as yet didtoil their Time away, 
Nor with keen Culters wound the Parent Clay; 
As yet no Landmark was by Lab'rers ſet, 
And none had learn'd to plow the Sea as yet: 
None as yet knew the Uſe of Sails, and Qars, 
Nor ventur'd Voyages beyond their Shores. 
The Wit ot Men; the Race of Men deſtroys, 
And all its Pow'rs againſt it ſelt employs. 
How ſubtle's Human Nature to contrive 
Its proper Ruin, and it ſelf deceive! 
Why didſt thou Cities with high Walls ſurround; 
Why Arms invent thy jarring Sons to wound? 
What Quarrel hadſt thou with the Sea, and why 
Didſt thou at firſt the pathleſs Ocean try? 
Cannot the Land content thy reſtleſs Pride? 2 
Didſt thou with Sat urn's Sons the whole divide, g | 
Thou wouldſt not with three Worlds be {atisfy'd; 
Tis ſtrange thy vaſt Ambition did not fly 
O'er Earth, and Sea, and Air, and ſcale the Sky, 
That Man did not aſpire to be a God, 
And tread the Pathsby Indian Bacchus trod, 
Ps | 9 
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To give his Name to ſomediſtinguiſh'd Star, 
And be what Heraules, and Cæſar are. 
Inſtead of yellow Harveſts, now we ſeek” 
For {olid Gold, and thro' Earth's Entrails break; 
The Wealth we thus acquire's the Soidier's Prey, 
Anddearly tor the Blood he ſpills we pay. 
The Courts deny Admittance to the Poor, 
In vain the needy Clients crowd the Door; 
The Judges to the Rich decree the Cauſe, 
And Money only gives their Force to Laws. 
'Tis Money makesthe Judge with Looks ſevero 
Inſult the Poer, and give the Rich his Ear; 
Tis Money buys the Title, makes the Knight, 
And dignifies with Quality the Cit : - 
Let Money do all this, and more; the Bar 
Let Money govern, and direct the War; 
Let Peace, as Maney ſets the Terms, be made; 
But let ĩt not the Rights of Love invade, 
Let us enjoy this Privilege at leaſt, 
That if we muſt be poor, we may with Love be bleſs 4. 
For novy- a- days there's not a Dame in Town 
So Coy, but if you've Money, ſhe's your own : 
What tho her keeper may an Argus be, 
Blind him with Money, and he! nothing ſce: 
What tho? her Husband ſhould by Chance be by, 
He'll leave the Hooſe, let you your Money fly. 
It there's a God above, to whom belongs 
TheCauſe of Love, and {lighigd Lovers Wrong. 
Revenge thefalſe One's mercenary Scorn, 
And letill-gotten Pelf to Dirt return. 
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Upon the Death of T1BULLUS..: 
By Mr.” STEPNEY. + 


F Memnon's Fate, bewail'd with conſtant Dew,” 
Does, with the Day, his Mother's Grief renew; © 
If her Son's Death mov'd tender Thetis Mind 
To ſwell with Teats the Waves, with Sighs the Wind; 
I: Mighty Gods can Mortals Sorrow know. 
And be the humble Partners of our Woe; ; 
Now looſe your Treſſes, penſive Elegy, 
(Too well your Office and your Nameagree.) : 
Tibullus, once the Joy and Pride of Fame, 
Lies now rich Fuel on the trembling Flame. 
Sad Cupid now defpairs of conqu ring Hearts, 
Throws by his empty Quiver, breaks his Darts: 
Eaſes his uſeleſs Bows from idle Strings; 
Nor flies, but humbly creeps with flagging Wings:-- 
He wants, ot which he robb d fond Lovers, Reſt; 
And wounds with furious Hands his penſive Breaſt. 
Thoſe graceful Curls which wantonly did flow. 
The whiter Rivals of the falligg Snow; -. ; 
Forget their Beauty, and in Diſcordlyey 
Drunk with the Fountain from his melting Eye. 
Not more Zneas' Lofs the Boy did move; 
Like Paſſions tor them both, prove equal Love. 
\ 


Tibullus? 
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Tibullus 9 grieves the fair Goddeſs more, 
More ſwells her Eyes, than when the ſavage Boar 
Her Beautiful, her lov'd Adonis tore. 


Poets large Souls, Heay'n's nobleſt Stamps, do bear; 
(Poets, the watchful Angels darling Care) 
Yet Death (blind Archer) that no Diff rence knows, 
Without ReſpeR, hisroving Arrows throws. 
Nor Phæœbus, nor the Muſes Queen could give, 
Their Son, their on Prerogative, tolive. 
Orpheus, the Heir of both his Parents Skill, 


Tam'd wond'rous Beaſts, not Death's more cruel Will. 


Linus {ad Strings on the dumb Lute do lie, 

In Silence forc'd to let their Maſter dic. 

Homer (the Spring, to whom the Poets owe 
Our little All, does in ſweet Numbers flow). 
Remains immortal only in his Fame, 

His Works alone ſurvive the envious Flame. 


In vain to Gods (if Gods there are) we pray, 
And needleſs Victims prodigally pay, 
Worſhip their ſleeping Deities: Yet Death 
Scorns Votaries, and ſtops the praying Breath. 
Tohollow'd Shrines intruding Fate will come, 
Anddrag you from the Altar to the Tomb. 


Go frantick Poet, with Deluſions fed, 
Think Laurels guard your conſecrated Head, 
Now the ſweet Maſter of your Art is dead. 
What can we hope? ſince that a narrow Span 
Can meaſure the Remains of thee, Great Mans 
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The bold, raſh Flame that durſt approach ſo high, 
And ſee Tibullys,, and not trembling die,. 

Durſt ſcizeon Temples, and their Gods defic. 

Fair lenus (fair ev n in ſuch Sorrows) ſtands, 
Cloſing her heavy Eyes with trembling Hands, 
Anon, in vain, officiouſly.ſhe tries 
To quench the Flame with Rivers from her Eyes, 


His Mother weeping deth his Eye · lids cloſe, 
And on his Urn Tears, ber laſt Gitt, beſtowys. 
His Siſter too, with Hair diſbevel'd, bears 
Part of her Mother's Nature, and her Tears. 


With thoſe, two Fair, two mourntul Rivals come, 
And add a greater Triumph to his Tomb: 
Both hug his Urn, both bislov'd Aſhes kiſs, 
And both contend which reap'd the greateſt Bliſs. 
Thus Delia ſpoke (when Sighs no more could laſtj 
Renewing by Remembrance Pleaſures paſt; 
When Youth with Vigour did for Joy combine, 
« ] was Tibullas" Lite, Tibullas mine: 
« [entertain'd his hot, his firſt Deſire, 
« And kept alive, till Age, his active Fire. 
To her then Nemeſis (when Groans gave leave) 
As alone was lov'd, alone Tl! grieve. 
Fpare your vain Tears, Tibullus Heart was mine; 
About my Neck his dying Arms did twine; 
© I ſnatch d his Soul, which true to me did provez. 
Age ended yours, Death only ſtop d my Love. 


If any poor Remains ſurvive the Flames, 
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Free in Ehſum ſhall Nb ullus rove, my 
Nor fear a ſecond Death ſhould croſs his "TRAY 
There ſhall Catullus crown'd with Bays, impare- | 
To his far dearer Friend his open Heart. 
There Gallus (if Fame's Hundred Tongues all lye) 
Shall, free from Cenſure, no more raſſiy die. 
Such ſhall our Poet'sbleſs'd Companions be, 
And in their Deaths, asintheir Lives, agree. 
Put thou, rich Urn, obey my ſtrict Commands, 
Guard thy great Charge from Saerilegious Hands, 
Thou, Earth, Dönllus Aſhes gently uſe, 
And be as ſoft and eaſie as his Muſe. 
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| OW Ceres Fealt i is come, the Trees are blown, 
; N And my Corinna now muſt lye alone. 

And why, good Ceres; mult thy Feaſt deſtroy . 
Man's chief Delight, and why diſturb his Joy 7 
The World eſteems you bountiful, and good, 
You led us from the Field, and from the Wood. : 
And gave us fruittul Corn, and wholeſome Food. | 
Till then poor wretched Man on Acorns fed; 
Oaks gave.bim Meat, and fow'ry.Ficlds a Bed. 
Firſt Ceres made our Wheat and Barley grow, 
And taught us how to Plow, and howto Mow: 
Who then canthink that ſhe deſigns to prove. 
Our Piety, by coldneſs in our Love? 

Or make poor Lovers ſigh, lament, and groan, . 
S charge hex Yotaries to ye cone t 
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For Ceres, tho ſhe loves the fruitful Fields, n 
Yet ſometimes feels the force of Love, and yields: 

This Crete can witneſs, (Crete not always lies,) 

Crete that nurs d Fove, and heard his Infant Cries, * 
There he was ſuckled that now rules the Skies. 
That Fove his Education there receiy d 

Will raiſe her Fame, and make her be beliey'd; + 
Nay ſhe her ſelt will never ſtrive to hide 

Her Love, *tis too well known to be deny'd: 

She ſaw young Faſms in the Cretan Grove 

Purſue the Deer, ſhe ſaw, and tell in Love. 

Shethen perceiv'd wken firſt ſhe felt the Fire,. 

On this ſide Modeſty, on that Deſire; 

Deſire prevail'd, and then the Field grew dry. 

The Farmer loſt his Crop, and knew not why; 

When he had toil'd, manur d his Grounds, and plow id, 
Harrow d his Fields, and broke his Clods, and ſow d, 
No Corn appear d, none to reward his Pain, 

His Labour and his Wiſhes were in vain... 

For Ceres wand'red in the Woods and Groves, 

And often heard, and often told her Loves: 

Then Crete alone a fruitful Summer knew. 

Y Where-c'er the Goddeſs came, a Harveſt grew. 

Ida was gray with Corn, the furious Bore - 

Grew fat with Wheat, and wonder'd at the Store: - 
The Cretans wiſh'd, that ſuch all Years would prove; 
They wiſt'd that Ceres would be long in Love. 

Well then, ſince then'twas hard tor you to lye : 

All Night alone, why at your Feaſt muſt I 2 

Why muſt I mourn, when you rejoice ta know: 

Your Naughtes ſafe, and Queen of all below . 
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Tis Holy-day, andcalls for Wine and Love; } 


Come let's the heighth of Mirth and Humour prove, 
Theſe Gifts will pleaſe our Maſter Pow rs above. 
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To his Miſtreſs, that he cannot help Loving her, 


O much P've ſuffer d, and ſolong, no more 
I'll bear the Wrongs which I have born before; 
Begone vile Cupid, I'll no more endure 
Thy flaviſh Labours, and Fatigues impure; - 
From hence, Il put an End toallthePains 
Thou'ſt coſt me, and from hence ſhake off thy Chains, 


+I hate the Liv'ry, T with Pleaſure wore, 
And bluſh at Bonds, which once with Pride I bore: þ l 
But this, methinks, ſhould have been done betore. i 
To leave my wicked Courſes, I begin, . 
As Tears deprive me of the Guſt of Sin, ; 
On Cupid'sNeck I ſhould have trod when Young, Y 
And vanquiſn d him, when my Deſires were ſtrong, « 
In that there had been Virtue; now there's none, 
The World will ſay ſo; let the World fay on. * 
Much Oppoſition I ſhall meet; perhaps, - 
The Lewd willlaugh, and threaten a Relapſe: 8 8 
Fo bear Reproaches I muſt be prepar d, 4A 
-Raſy's the End, When the Beginning's hard; </ 
Content, let me the preſent Pain endure, An 
Fartheſharp Med cine is the Patients Cure; Iti 
© 
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How oft have you expos d me to the Cold. 

While in your Arms, youdid my Rival hold? 

How like a Slave have I been fore d to wait | 
All Weathers, and how oft have watch'd the Gate? 
As if your Houſe was truſted to my Care, 

And I, your Centinel, did Duty there. 

Ott have I ſeen your ſated Lover come 

With Looks, as if he long d to be at Home, 

But what moſt grated on my jealous Mind, 

Was that he there the waiting Fool ſhould find. 
That aggravated moſt the cruel Curie; 

I would not wiſh my greateſt Foc a worſe. 

How oft have I attended you abroad, 

Or in the City. Cirque, or on the Raad? 

They took mefor your Husband by my Care, 

Or that your Guardian, or your Slave, I were. 

Iby the People's Glances, and your own, 

Obſerv'd you wereacquainted with the Towns 
That of your Love, it Ipoſſeſa d a Part, 

'Twas plain, I ſhar'd'with many more your Heart. 
What need I of your Perjuries bring Proof, 
Suppoſe the commoa Talk was not enough? 

What do your Ogles, and your Geſtures mean, 
Your Carriage at th' Aſſembly, and the Scene? 
There's ſcarce a Fop you meet within your Way. 
To whom you have not ſomething ſoft to ſayʒ 
Some Token which you either under ſtand, 

By m yſtick Words, or Motion of the Hand. 

They tell me you are ſick; I run to ſee. | | 
And find, as ill as you pretend tabe, + | [ 
It is not for my Rival, but fur me. 


— 
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Is ſeldom told youof your Faults, but ſtrove, 

To cover all your Failings with my Love. 

Of this I might remind you, and much more, 

But what avails it now? th Affair is o'er: 

A fond you found me, and a patient Man, 

And get you ſuch another if you can. | 

I fear not now your Frowns; my Bark defies, 

The Storm of Words, and Tempeſts of your Eyes; 

Nocoaxing now, your hardeſt Phraſes uſe, 

Your Looks, your Language all their Terrors loſe. 

I am not ſuch a Fool as I have been, 

To dread your Spirit, and to ſooth your Spleen. 

But ab, by diffrent Paſſions lm oppreſs'd, 

Fierce Love, and Hate contend within by Breaſt ; 

My Soul they thus divide, but Love l fear 

Will prove too ftrong, and get the Maſt ry there; 

ll arive to hate her, bos if that ſhould prove. — 3 

A fruitleſs Strife, in pite ot me I'll Love. 

The Bull does not affect the Voke, but ſtill 

He bears the Thing he hates againſt his Will? 

I hate, I fly the faithleſs Fair in vain;. 

Her Beauty ever brings meback again. 

She always in my. Heart will have a Pace. 

I hate her Humour but I love her Face. 

No Reſt I to may tortur d Soul can give, 

Nor with her, nor without her can I live. 

Oh that thy Mind we in thy Face did view, 

Leſs lovely that thou wert, or elſe more true; 

Hoyy different are thy Manners, and thy Sight? 
Thy Deeds forbid us, and thy Eyes invite. 

Thy Actions ſhock us, and thy Beauty moves, 


And. N Faults, thy Perſon loves. . 
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Happy, ah ever Happy, ſhould I be, 

If Ino Charms, or no Detects could ſee. 

Thee Iconjure, by allour paſt Delights, 

Our chearful Days, and our tranſporting Nights, 

By all the imprecated Gods above, 

To whom thou art forſworn, but moſt by Love, 

By thy fair Face, which Ias much adore, | } 


As all thoſe Gods, and own as much its Pow'r, 

Forgive me this Offence, and Iloffend no more. 

Be what thou wilt, thy Humour good or ill, 

Ii love thee, thou ſhaltbe my Miſtreſs ſtill. 

Ahlet my Paſſion ever Favour find, | 
Or be it with, or be't ggainft my Mind, | 
But rather let me Sail before the Wind. 

Ab let thy Withes with my Will agree, 

Since, ſurely I thy Slave muſt evet be; oF 

In thee, ſince I have center'd all my Joys, 

Oh Venus: let my Love be ſtill my Choice. 


B IL EGV XI. 


e complains that the Praiſes he has beſtow'd on 
his Miſtreſs in his Verſes, have occaſion d him 


many Rivals, 


LL-omen'd Birds, how luckleſs was the Day, 
When o'er my Love you did your Wings diſplay. 
hat way ward Orb, what inauſpicious Stare 
id then rule Heav n, what Gods againſt me War 7+ 


Sus 
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She who ſo much my faithful Paſſion wrongs, 
Was known, and firſh madefamousby my Songs. 
I lov'd her firſt, and lov'dher then alone, 
But now, I tear, I ſhare her with the Town. 
Am deceiv'd? or can ſhe be the ſame, 
Who only to my Verſes owes her Fame ? 
My Verſe a Price upon her Beauty laid, 
And by my Praiſes, ſhe her Market made; 
Whom but my ſelf can I with Reaſon blame? 
Without me ſhe had never had a Name. 
Did I do this, who knew her Soul ſo well : 
Dearly to me ſhe did her Favours ſell, 
And when the Wares were to the Publick known, 
Why ſhould I think ſhe'd fell to me alone : 
Twas I proclaim'd to all the Town ber Charms, 
And tempted Cullies to her Venal Arms; 
I made their Way, I ſhew yd them where to come, 
And there is hardly now a Rake in Rowe, 
But novvs her Rates, and thanks my babling Muſe; 
Her Houſe is nc as Common as the Stews ; 
For this Im tothe Muſe oblig'd, and more, 
For all the Miſchiefs Envy has in ſtore. 
This comes of Gallantry: While ſome employ 
Their Talents on the Fate of Thebes and Troy, 
While others Caſar godlike Acts rehearſe, 
Corinna is the Subject of my Verſe. 
Oh that I ne er had known the Art to pleaſe, 
But written without Genius and Succeſi, 
Why did the Town fo readily believe 
My Verſe, and why to Songs ſuch Credit give? 
Sure Poctry's the ſame it ever was, 
And Poets ne er for Oracles did paſs. 


Why 
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Why 
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Why isfuch Streſs upon my Writingslay'd? 

Why ſuch Regard to what by me is faid? 
Iwiſh the Tales I've of Corirmatold, 

Had been receiv d, as Fables were of Old: 

Of furious Scylla'shorrid Shape we read, 

And how ſhe ſcalp d her hoary Father's Head, 

Of her fair Face, and downward how ſhe takes 


Serpents for Hair inancientSong we meet, 

And Man, and Horſe with Wings inſtead of Feet. 
Huge Tiryon from the Skies the Port flung, 
Enceladus's Wars with Fove they ſung, 

How by her Spells, and by her Voice to Beaſts, 
The doubtful Virgin chang d her wretched Gueſts ; 
How Eolus did for Ulyſſes keep 

The Winds in Bottles, while be plow'd the Deep: 
How Cerebus Three-headed, guarded Hell; 

And from his Car, the Son of Phæbus fell. 

How thirſty Tantalns attempts to ſip 

he Stream, in vain, that flies his greedy Lip: 
ow Niobe in Marble drops a Tear, 

nd a bright Nymph was turn d into a Bear: 

ow Progne, now a9wallow, does bemoan 

er Siſter Nightingale, and Pheaſant Son, 

nLeda, Danae, and Europas Rapes, | 
hey ſing the King of Gods in various Shapes; 
Swan he lies on raviſh'd Leda's Breaſt, 

nd Panas s by a golden Show r compreſt. 

Bull does o'er the Waves Europa bear; 

nd Proteus, any Form he pleaſes, wear. 

ow oft do we the Theban Wonders read. 

f Serpents Teeth tram torm d to human Seed ? 


o ., 
* | — 
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The Wolf's fierce Form, the Dogs, or curling Snakes; 


55 
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ben once to Juno s Feaſt ſhe thither went, 
My Mind to know the ſecret Rites was bent: 


i Jos Ovid's Amour, © Book I, 
Of dancing Woods, and moying Rocks, that throng 


To hear ſweet Orphen:, and Amphion's Song? 


How oft do the Heliades bemoan, 


In Tears of Gum, the Fall of Phaeton? 
The Sun from Atreus Table frighted flies, 
And back ward drives his Chariot in the Skies. 


Thoſe now are Nymphs that lately were a Fleet; 


Poetick Licence ever was ſo great: 
But none did Credit to theſe Factions give, 


Or for true Hiſtory ſuch Tales receive. 


And tho Corinna in my Songs ĩs Fair, | 
Let none conclude ſhe's like her Picture there. 
The Fable ſhe with haſty Faith receiv d, 
And what, ſo very well ſhe lix d, believ d. 
But ſinee ſo ill ſhe does the Poet uſe, 


"Tis Time her Vanity to diſabuſe. 


ELEGY XII. 


f Juno's Feat. 

; The 

Y Wife, a Native of Phaliſcan Plains, mM 

| Where the rich Soilenrich thelab'ring Swains, he 
Where Purple Grapes, and Golden Apples grow, C 
A Conqueſt we to great Camillus owe, 4 


Thepious Prieſts the ſolemn Sports prepare, 
And purific the Fane with Holy Care. 


F 
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A Heiter of the Place they Sacrifice, ; . 
But ne'er to Men expoſe their Myſteries. .- | 
I mark'd the hidden Way my Conſort _— | 
And tollow'd down the deep and dark Deſcent, 
To an old Wood at laſt I came, whoſe Shade 
Impreſt a Horror on the Gloom it made, 
And ev'ry Step with trembling Feet I trod, 
Profan d, I thought, the Dwelling ot a God. 
An Altar there was rais d by. Hands Divine, 
And fragrant Incenſe flam d around the Shrine. 
Chaſt Matrons there their vow d Oblations pay, 
And celebrate with joy ful Hymns the Day. 
Soon as the Fite the Signal gives, they move 
In long Proceſſion thro' the ſacred Grove, 
ranches and Flow'rsare with Devotion ſpread 
O's all their Way, and Prieſtly Veſtments 510 


Next after theſe, thro loud Acclaims, they 

A Cow Milk-white, and of Phaliſcan Breed ; 
hen a young Steer, whoſe Forehead ne er has born 

he crooked Honours of the butting Horn. 

he leaſt of all the Victims was a Swine, | 

\ndthen a Ram, whoſe Horns around his Temples twine, 
Goat, whom. maſt the Goddeſs hates, comes laſt, 

The Preſent feels her Vengeance for the Paſt, 

Nhen in a Wood to hide herſelf ſhe try'd, 

he by the bleating of a Goat was ſpy d; 

or this the Beaſt js by the Boys purſu'd ; | 

or this ſhe's even greedy of its Blood. 

nd he, who firſt the Letcher wounds in Play, N 
aims by her Law, and bears the Prize away. 
he tender Youth, and tim rous Virgins ſtrow. 
ith Robes the Ground the Coddeſs is to go. 
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And ſparkling Diamonds glitt ring all around; 


Butkins embroider d on their Feet they wear. 


And ſpreading Trains with Pride uneaſy bear. 
Here, as in Greets the Cuſtom was of Old, 
The Image of the Goddeſi we behold, 

Born on Heads ot Maidens, and behind 

The Prieſteſſes in beauteous Ranks you find. 
An awful Silence reigns;: the Goddeſs laſt 
Approaches, and with her the Fomp is paſt. 
The Dreſs was Greek, and ſuch Haleſs wore, 
When in a Fright he fled the Grerian Shoar ; 


_ His Father kill'd, an Argive Ship he fraught, 
WH. Andto this Coaſt the Royal Treaſure broaght. 
"= * Mack Peril had he paſt, much Labour known, 


Oer Lands, and Seas, before he reach dour own, 
And landing built, with happy Hand, the Town, 


Where firſt he did this Feſtival revive, 
And its Greek Rules to the Phaliſcans give; 


The Rites and Sactifiees firſt he ſhew'd, 
As practis d now within this antient Wood. 
Ah, way theſe Rites to all propitious be, 


124 'Ovry's mn. Book Ir. 
The Virgins Locks with Oelden Flletsbound. 


Vel Er. Or Amos; 
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7: deſires his Miſtreſi, if ſhe does: Cuckgid him 
"5 not to let him ky0w it, 


Do notuk wou you to me pros u 

Since you're a Woman, and a Fair one too-œ—c 

ct what you pleaſe, yet ſtudy to diſguiſe 

he wanton Scenes from my deluded Eyes. 7 

{Riff Denial will attenuate - 3 

hat Crime which your Confeſſion would bb 

nd twere unwiſe to truſt the Tell- Tale Light, 

Vith the dark Secrets · of the ſilent Night. 

10' bought to bo enjoy d, a common Whore, . 

Ere ſhe begins, will ſhut the Chamber Door. 

nd will you turn debauch'd, then vainly on 

ow lewd you are, to this malieious Town 7? 

t leaſt ſeem virtuous, and tho falſe it be, 

day you are honeſt, and V1! credit thee. 

Zonceal your Actions, and while Lam by, 

modeſt Words your looſer Thoughts bely: 

hen to your private Chamber you retire, 

 WVomask your Luſt, and vent each warm Defires . 

hrow off affected Coyneſs, and remove f 

de bold Intruder betweenthee and Love: 

alk not of Honour, lay that Toy aſide, 

In Men 'tis Folly, and in Women Pride: 

here without Bluſhes you may naked lye, | 

Tlaſping his Body with your tender Thigh; . 
** 228 1 a | Shoot 
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Shoot your moiſt Dart into his Mouth, to ſhow N 
TheSenfe you have of what he Acts below. 
Try alltheways, your pliant Bodies twine 
In Folds more ſtrange, than thoſe of Aretine: 
With melting Looks fierce Joys you may excite, 
And with thick dying Accents urge Delight. 
But when you're dreſt, then look as innocent 
As if you knew not what ſuch Matters meant: 
And tho' juſt now a perfect Fiend you were, 
Hide the true Woman, and a Saint appear. 
Cozen the prying Town, and put a Cheat 
On it, and me, I'll favour the Deceit. 
' Falſe as thou art, why muſt I daily ſee 
Thb intriguing Billet-Doux he ſends to thee ? 
The wanton.Sonnet, or ſoft Elegy? 
Why does your Bed all tumbled ſeem to ſay, 
See what they've done, ſee where the Lovers lay? 
Why do your Locks, and rumpled Head-Cloaths ſhew- 
Nas more than uſual Sleep that made em ſo? 
Why are the Kiſſes which he gave betray'd, 
By the Impreſſion which his Teeth had made ? 
Yet ſay you're Chaſte, and I'll be ſtill decciv d;. 
What much is wiſh'd tor, is with caſe believ d. 
But when you own what a lewd Wretch thou arts 
N BI ws cold, and freezes at my Heart, 
Fhenda Fcurie thee, and thy Crimes reprove, 
But chriz in vain, for till) find 1 love. | 
Since ſheisfalſe, oft to my ſelf I cry, 
Wou'd were dead, yet 'tis with thee I'd dye- 
"pur ſe your Maid, to let me know 


* . 


Ir. Peck III. OV A , * 
Norby your Lodgings ſend my Boy to ſcout 10 


Do you forſwear t tho? ĩr ö 
I truſt the Oath. © 5 * Eyes in fault. 


nd bring me word who paſſes in, andout. 4 ; 
njoy the Pleaſure of t gooey: Tim 7 
ut let not me be knowſhg es, 

— re ee 
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E L E G Y XV, | 
o Venus, that he may have done Nriting Rlgug e | 


* 

Arent of tender Love, and ſoft Deſire, 

The Breaſt of ſome new Poet now inſpire 19 

owe er my Muſe has hen thy Slave befor, BG 

ye done with Elegies; Ill vrrite no more. 

hen in Pelignian Grovesot Love I writ, {.) TR 
+ 


4 


he Subject was not for my Years unkit, 

was then Young, and fond to ſhew my Wit. 

in my Veins a generous Stream did flop, Nes. * 
ell might my Heart with gallant Wiſhes glx. 
Birth, agd by Command I wasa Knight, . 
Ind in all Wantonneſs might welldelight, ,. - 3 
s Honour, and ntenflam'd my Bieaft, © N 9 
ell what 1 wiſh'd be in my Works expreſs d. 1 1 
o Virgil Mantua owes immortal Fame. Va 
atullus to Verona gives a Name * L | 
Why mayn't, if I attempt ſome great Deſign, „ ; 
ſellgna be as much oblig d to mine? - 1 1 
by mayn't my Muſe a glorious Toil puſſud .. ö 


Nor Hd as much Honour to my Nur do? 


Z 


* Fa © As little as thou art, as meleſs now, 
. ee eee eee | 
* oy, and thou his Mother, ah = 


l me not lopgerioignoble War ED 
IE 4 {Breath your Gelen Banners I have fon t. Va 


1 HIT: 2 63 9 your Diſch line ſo much have taught, 
A ö | — ime to — mea Diſchafge,' to pfove 
s*Fheam than Love. 


beweg concera'd with 19 you 


But what Fwrite my Being ſhall ſyrviye, — A 
nd in his Verſe thePoer ever ife,gn. 


